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A    TALE. 


BY     LADY     SCOTT. 


'Twas  a  brave  thought  to  think  that  thou  could'st  tear 

The  idol  from  its  shrine, 
And  rear  a  nohler,  purer,  image  there 

Than  that  old  love  of  mine." — Faber. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

The  morning  rose,  gloriously — a  July 
summer^s  day — and  grand  doings  were  to  take 
place  this  day  at  EUerley  Park,  for  young 
Lord  Ellerley  had  now  attained  his  one  and 
twentieth  year,  and  the  great  event  of  his 
majority  was  to  be  celebrated  with  all  due 
honour  and  rejoicing.  Even  the  Duke  of 
Arran,  whom  the  world  had  never  expected 
to  see  amongst  them  again,  took  up  his  abode 
at  Ellerley  Castle  for  the  occasion,  and  as  the 
park  filled  with  the  expected  guests  the 
venerable   old  man,  in    a   black  velvet  cap, 

VOL.  II.  B 
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and  with  his  scanty  white  locks  waving  to  his 
shoulders,  was  wheeled  to  a  place  under  some 
trees,  from  whence  he  could  see  all  that  was 
going  on. 

And  near  him  was  another  chair,  containing 
an  occupant  with  a  very  different  aspect  to 
that  of  the  placid  old  duke.  In  that  chair 
sat  the  Eector  of  Worthington,  paler,  more 
care-worn,  more  attenuated  even  than  ever, 
unable  from  ill-health  to  stir  from  his  po- 
sition, but  in  whose  dark,  deep-set,  restless 
eyes,  there  gleamed  all  the  fii^e  of  old 
days. 

And  the  eyes  of  both  those  passive  par- 
takers of  the  revels,  had  that  morning  but 
one  mutual  object  of  love,  interest,  and 
anxiety  to  watch  and  follow,  and  that  was, 
the  young  Earl  of  Ellerley.  Both  seemed 
absorbed  in  observing  how  he  would  pass 
through  this  his  fii'st  ordeal  of  public  homage 
and  attention. 
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As  Dr.  Burgess  gazed  on  him  with  his  very 
heart  in  the  glance,  the  memory  of  a  glorious 
morning,  thirteen  years  ago,  came  vividly 
across  his  mind,  and  he  recalled  with  no  great 
mental  effort,  every  moment  of  that  day  when 
he  was  sent  for  from  Worthington  to  stand  by 
an  unexpected  death-bed,  and  then  rode 
silently  home  when  all  was  over,  through  this 
same  magnificent  park,  his  whole  mind  full  of 
the  great  destiny  to  which  the  little  pale  boy 
he  had  left  in  his  nursery  had  been  called  so 
suddenly. 

And  now  the  devoted  care  of  thirteen 
years  was  rewarded.  The  charge  was  ac- 
complished, and  the  rector  folded  his 
hands  in  the  peaceful  consciousness  that 
he  had,  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  fulfilled 
his  trust,  and  that  his  efforts  had  been 
blessed,  for  surely  none  more  good,  more 
excellent,  more  single-hearted  ever  walked  the 
earth    in    simple,    humble,    and    unostenta- 

B  2 
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tious    integrity,    than    the    young    Earl    of 
EUerley. 

To  the  Duke  of  Arran,  the  crowds  that 
assembled  that  day  in  Ellerley  Park  were  all 
perfect  strangers,  but  there  were  several  whom 
he  knew  well  by  name,  and  whom  he  was 
anxious  to  see.  Foremost  amongst  these 
was  Lady  Rosa  Lisle,  and  he  begged  Dr. 
Bargess  to  point  her  out  and  present  her  to 
him  as  soon  as  she  arrived. 

That  day  Lady  Eosa  Lisle  was  in  her  glory. 
She  had  risen  with  all  the  tenderness  of 
the  previous  evening  wrung  out  of  her 
heart,  leaving  only  the  intense  humiliation 
and  bitterness  of  disappointment.  But  still 
she  had  risen  triumphantly,  for  she  intended 
that  morning  to  show  the  insensible  man  to 
whom  she  had  so  nearly  betrayed  herself,  that 
if  he  had  for  one  moment  presumed  to 
flatter  himself  she  entertained  for  him  any 
feeling  warmer    than   approbation,    he    was 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  5 

egregiously  mistaken.  Her  terror  lest  cir- 
cunistances  should  not  enable  her  to  carry 
out  this  resolution  was,  however,  excessive, 
and  no  sooner  did  she  enter  the  lordly  grounds 
of  Ellerley,  than  she  took  a  rapid  survey  of 
the  crowds  in  the  hope  of  immediately 
bringing  to  her  side,  the  Marquis  of  Ches- 
singham. 

In  this  she  was  successful,  for  the  half- 
despairing  suitor  was  too  happy  to  catch 
even  the  shadow  of  a  smile  from  those 
proud  lips,  and  construed  it  immediately 
into  consent  to  attach  himself  to  her 
side. 

The  person  whom  the  duke  most  wished  to 
see  that  day  was  Miss  Joddrell. 

^^  Though  not  to  lead  to  an  introduction, 
if  you  please,"  said  he  to  the  rector.  "  I 
merely  wish  to  see  a  person  who  appears 
to  have  the  faculty  of  being  a  constant 
source  of  amusement  to  my  grandson.     Last, 
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not  least,  my  good  friend,  I  wish  to  see 
and  make  acquaintance  with  your  own 
daughter,  of  whom  I  have  heard  a  great 
deal,  and  also.  Lady  Eosa  Lisle." 

"Brenda  has  deserted  me,"  was  Dr.  Bur- 
gess's reply,  *^but  the  moment  I  see  Cuth- 
bert,  he  shall  go  in  search  of  her.  I  fear 
your  grace  will  be  disappointed  if  you  expect 
her  at  all  to  resemble  the  many  brilliant 
objects  who  are  around  us  this  day." 

The  duke  and  Dr.  Burgess  being  statio- 
nary, saw  little  that  was  going  on  that 
morning.  Other  eyes  saw  more.  Lady  Rosa, 
seated  on  the  grass,  with  Lord  Chessingham 
whipping  off  the  heads  of  intrusive  daisies 
at  her  feet,  saw  under  some  trees — not 
far  off,  yet  not  near  enough  to  overhear — 
Brenda  Burgess,  radiant  in  beauty,  and  Mr. 
Cuthbert  in  unmistakeable  devotion,  leaning 
against  the  tree  under  which  her  chair  was 
placed. 
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They  were  apparently  deep  in  conversation. 
The  devotion  of  her  own  companion  was 
unheeded  by  Lady  Rosa,  as  she  watched 
the  couple  before  her.  How  different  was 
the  air  with  which  Mr.  Cuthbert  bent  over 
that  young  girl,  compared  to  that  he  had 
carried  the  evening  before  whilst  walking  with 
herself  in  the  woods  of  Linton !  What  would 
she  have  given  then  for  one  of  those  looks, 
now  so  lavishly  showered  on  her  unconscious 
rival !  What  would  she  give  now  for  one . 
of  those  smiles  to  which  Brenda  seemed  merely 
responding  with  light,  indifferent  gaiety ! 

Mr.  Cuthbert  was  talking  to  Brenda  of  her 
father.  It  had  so  happened  that  many  months 
had  elapsed  since  last  he  had  seen  him,  and 
the  young  Eector  of  Linton  was  shocked  at 
the  change  in  his  appearance.  Brenda  watched 
his  countenance  anxiously  as  he  spoke. 

"  Did  you  not  know  then,"  she  asked,  ''  that 
papa  had  been  ill  ?  " 
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''  Yes,  ill,  but  not  how  ill.  I  fear,  as  usual, 
he  has  been  over-taxing  his  powers." 

^' Ah,  indeed,  no  ! ''  exclaimed  Brenda,  ''  it 
is  very  many  weeks  since  he  has  been  able  to 
exert  them  at  all.  Mr.  Nelson  has  been  most 
kind  and  zealous  in  trying  to  fill  up  the  gap, 
but  you  know  what  poor  Mr.  Nelson  is — so 
well-meaning,  but  so  inefficient  on  great 
occasions !  Alas !  it  would  require  a  much 
wiser  head  than  his  to  fill  the  place  papa 
occupied  with  such  unwearied  energy  so  long." 

'^  I  hope,"  said  Mr.  Cuthbert,  after  a 
pause  of  a  few  moments,  ^'  that  you  will 
not  accuse  me  of  vanity  if  I  say  that  I 
fear  he  missed  me  when  I  accepted  Linton." 

^'  It  is  no  vanity,"  exclaimed  Brenda, 
hastily,  ''it  is  pure  truth,  for  you  were  an 
irreparable  loss  to  him.  But,"  she  added, 
smiling,  ''papa  never  expected  to  fill  your 
place,  Mr.  Cuthbert." 

The  words  brought  a  rush  of  warm  colour 
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to  the  young  rector's  cheek,  and  again  there 
was  a  pause. 

^'  I  wish/'  said  he  at  last,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  that  I  were  once  more  Curate  of  Wor- 
thmgton." 

Brenda  smiled  again — this  time  incredu- 
lously. 

^^What?"  said  she,  "instead  of  Eector  of 
Linton  and  all  its  attractions  ?  " 

"Linton  had,  and  has,  no  attractions  for 
me  compared  with  those  I  left  at  Worthing- 
ton,"  he  exclaimed  quicldy,  as  if  determined 
to  dash  boldly  to  the  point ;  "in  fact  if  the 
temptation  to  return  to  my  former  duties 
there  were  to  be  offered  me,  I  doubt  if  I 
could  withstand  it.  If  Dr.  Burgess  accepted 
my  services,  Brenda,  would  you  give  me  a 
welcome  ?  " 

How  tremblingly  he  asked  the  question  and 
hung  upon  her  answer !  and  how  warmly  and 
unaffectedly  it  came ! 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Cuthbert !  how  gladly !  " 

She  did  not  see  the  effect  of  her  words. 
She  never  thought  of  noting  it.  Her  whole 
heart  was  in  her  eyes,  but  then  they  rested  on 
the  now  feeble  and  emaciated  figure  of  her 
father,  as  he  sat  in  the  distance,  and  the  flash 
of  joy  in  Mr.  Cuthbert's  was  unmarked  by 
her. 

Finding,  however,  that  he  remained  silent, 
she  again  took  up  the  subject. 

^^It  seems  too  good  to  come  true,"  said 
she :  ^^  Lord  Linton  will  not  part  with  you, 
or  else  there  will  be  some  other  spoke  in  the 
wheel.     But  will  you  talk  it  over  with  papa?'^ 

"  I  will  indeed.  Trust  me  for  that,"  was 
his  reply.  "  The  moment  he  concludes  that 
interminable  conversation  with  the  duke,  my 
turn  shall  come.  In  the  mean  time,  where 
would  you  like  to  go  ?  "  * 

^'  I  see  Lord  EUerley,"  said  Brenda,  ^^  and 
I  have  not  spoken  to  him  to-day.     I  must 
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congratulate  him — shall  we  go  and  meet 
him?'' 

A  river  ran  through  the  grounds  just  where 
Brenda  and  her  companion  had  been  sitting, 
and  on  the  rustic  bridge  which  crossed  it, 
EUerley  was  that  moment  seen  standing,  hat 
in  hand,  bowing  to  hundreds  of  his  tenantry, 
from  whose  hearty  lips,  loud  and  repeated 
cheers  were  ringing.  But  he  was  maldng  his 
way  towards  Brenda,  or  at  all  events  in  her 
direction,  and  her  heart  beat,  and  tears  glis- 
tened on  her  eyelashes  as  she  watched 
him. 

She  watched  this  companion  of  her  child- 
hood in  this  gratifying  and  almost  affecting 
scene,  with  breathless  interest,  and  marvelled 
how  he,  once  so  shy  and  retiring,  could  pass 
through  the  overpowering  ordeal  with  such 
perfect  ease,  composure,  and  graceful,  as  well 
as  apparently  grateful,  cordiality. 

This  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever  seen 
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him  on  the  pinnacle  of  his  exalted  position, 
and  by  the  time  he  reached  her  side,  buoyant 
and  radiant,  the  tears  that  had  glistened  on 
her  eyelashes  were  running  down  her 
cheeks. 

"  Tears  ?  "  said  he,  laughing,  as  he  seized 
both  her  hands,  '^  tears  on  such  a  bright  day 
as  this,  Brenda  ?  " 

"Tears  of  joy  and  congratulation,^'  she 
replied,  "  for  I  have  been  watching  the 
ovation  that  met  you,  and  have  not  borne  it 
so  heroically  as  you  have.  Many  and  many 
as  happy  returns  of  this  day.  Lord  EUerley ! 
happier  you  could  hardly  have." 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  said  he,  in  his  joyous 
manner ;  "  but,  however,  let  us  enjoy  the 
present  while  we  can.  I  came  on  purpose  to 
show  you  a  thousand  things.  In  the  first 
place,  have  you  seen  the  black  swans 
yet?" 

Brenda  had  not.     She  was  quite  ready  and 
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delighted  to  see  any  part  of  that  magnificent 
domain,  and  turning  artlessly  to  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert  as  she  took  Lord  EUerley's  offered  arm, 
she  said, 

"And  you?     Yoii  are  going  to  papa?" 

He  smiled.  There  was  a  depth  of  mean- 
ing in  that  smile,  but  all  lost  upon  her 
on  whom  it  was  bestowed,  though  not 
upon  one  who  at  that  moment  placed 
herself  by   Mr.    Cuthbert's  side. 

As  he  watched,  half  unconsciously,  that 
young  couple  start  off,  full  of  life  and 
happiness,  the  voice  of  Lady  Rosa  Lisle 
fell  on  his  ear. 

Lord  Chessingham  was  standing  a  few 
yards    off,  talking   to   a   group    of  ladies. 

"Mr.  Cuthbert,"  said  she,  in  her  calmest, 
most  concentrated  voice,  and  with  the 
haughtiest  expression  on  her  beautiful 
countenance  which  it  could  summon,  "  a 
few   moments'  attention   if  you  please." 
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"  My  time  is  at  your  service,  Lady  Rosa/' 
said  he,  starting. 

^^  I  do  not  require  your  time,"  was  the  an- 
swer, spoken  with  all  the  impertinence  of 
by-gone  years,  ''  but  your  attention,  and  that 
on  a  subject  canvassed  between  us  yester- 
day—" 

He  bowed  and  coloured  crimson. 

*^  On  thinking  over  our  conversation,"  she 
continued,  '^  I  am  disagreeably  impressed 
with  the  conviction  that  I  must  have  ex- 
pressed myself  very  awkwardly — very  badly 
— that,  indeed,  you  entirely  misconstrued 
a  few  words  which  fell  from  me  in  the 
warmth  of  my  displeasure  at  youi'  in- 
terference on  so  dehcate  a  question 
as—" 

^'  Lady  Eosa,"  interrupted  Mr.  Cuthbeit, 
with  almost  as  much  hauteur  as  herself,  ^^  per- 
mit me  to  recall  to  your  recollection  that 
I  distinctly  stated  to  your  ladyship  from  the 
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earliest  commencement  of  our  conversation 
that  nothing  but  the  earnest  entreaty  of 
Lady  Linton  would  have  induced  me  to  in- 
trude myself  into  any  transaction  of  the 
kmd.  As  to  interference,  your  ladyship 
will  be  so  obliging  as  to  explain  your 
own  interpretation  of  that  expression. 
I  am  not  exactly  the  kind  of  person 
who  could  be  guilty  of  interference  I  im- 
agine ! " 

^^No — I  believe  it!"  exclaimed  Lady 
Eosa,  delighting  and  exulting  in  the  fury 
into  which  she  had  lashed  him,  ^'  neither 
have  I  ever  considered  you  presumptu- 
ous—" 

"  Lady  Eosa,"  said  the  young  man,  ^^  I 
may  bear  much  from  Lady  Linton's  daughter, 
but  as  a  gentleman  there  are  words  which  I 
shall  not  tolerate,  neither  shall  I  scruple,  even 
to  you,  of  giving  them  their  proper  term  of 
insolence  !'^ 
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Lady  Kosa  almost  gasped  for  breath. 
She  thought  to  trample  on  him,  instead 
of  which  he  had  writhed  from  beneath  her 
foot,  and  reared  up  as  proud  a  crest  as 
her   own. 

"Mr.  Cuthbert,"  said  she,  in  short,  dis- 
jointed sentences,  "  you  annoyed,  you  dis- 
pleased, you  found  undue  fault  with  me, 
yesterday.  You  gave  me  no  time  to  turn  over 
a  subject  in  my  mind  which  required  the 
deepest  consideration.  You  left  me,  having 
taken  some  strange,  preposterous  idea  into 
your  head,  that  the  reason  I  hesitated  to 
accept  Lord  Chessingham's  proposals  was, 
because  my  affections — '^ 

"  Lady  Rosa,"  again  interrupted  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert,  severely,  "  whatever  idea  I  took  into 
my  head  was  at  all  events  owing  en- 
tirely to  the  words  which  fell  from  your  own 
lips!" 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Lady  Eosa,  "  I  know 
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it,  and  therefore  I  began  to-day  by  telling 
you  how  badly  I  must  have  expressed  myself. 
It  never  occurred  to  me  until  I  thought 
over  the  conversation  quietly.  However, 
that  signifies  but  little  noiu.  I  merely  wish, 
as  you  have  made  yourself  ambassador  in 
this  affair,  to  request  you  will  have  the 
goodness  to  complete  it  by  undertaking  to 
inform  my  mother  that  I  have  resolved  to 
act  in  accordance  with  her  wishes,  as  re- 
gards Lord  Chessingham.  I  have  nothing 
more  to  say." 

She  was  about  to  turn  away,  but  a  flash 
in  Mr.  Cuthbert's  eyes  made  her  pause  in- 
voluntarily. 

''  Pardon  me,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  fri- 
gidity which  seemed  to  fall  like  ice  upon 
her,  ''  but  in  delivering  to  your  ladyship 
the  message  entrusted  to  me  by  Lady  Linton 
I  did  complete  my  embassy.  From  any  fur- 
ther   interference,''^    he    added,  with    marked 

VOL.  n.  c 
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emphasis,  ''  I  consider  it  now  a  duty  to  my- 
self to  abstain." 

Lady  Eosa  bowed,  and  smiled.  .  Such  a 
smile ! 

''With  all  my  heart,"  said  she.  "Mr. 
Cuthbert's  services  are  very  valuable,  but  his 
dignity,  of  course,  must  not  be  outraged. 
Forgive  me,  sir.  I  am  corrected,  and  acknow- 
ledge the  justice  of  your  reproof." 

It  was  many  moments  before  Mr.  Cuthbert, 
after  that  short  and  stormy  interview,  felt 
himself  cool  enough  to  go  into  the  calm  and 
gentle  presence  of  the  venerable  Kector  of 
Worthington.  Never  had  his  blood  so  boiled 
before.  He  was  quite  angry  with  himself 
for  having  lost  his  temper,  but  in  all  his 
recollection  never  had  he  felt  so  insulted, 
so  annoyed,  so  humiliated,  as  in  that  brief 
dialogue  with  the  beautiful  and  high-born 
vixen  who,  the  day  before,  had  most  unques- 
tionably all  but  laid  her  heart  at  his  feet ! 
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Yes !  he  felt  that  now  ! — he  felt  that  he 
had  not  mistaken  her  the  evening  before, 
but  that  it  was  she  who  had  forgotten  her- 
self, and  now  wished  to  repair  the  error 
for  which  she  was  suffering.  Lady  Eosa 
fell  deeply  in  his  estimation  in  that  un- 
fortunate hour,  and  he  felt  as  he  moved 
away  that  it  would  have  been  more  politic 
had  she  been  more  feminine,  more  gentle 
in  her  retaliation.  He  might  have  re- 
membered her  then  with  respect  and 
regret.  As  it  was,  he  felt  the  sooner 
he  saw  his  last  of  her  the   better. 

And  a  happy  loop-hole  for  his  escape  was 
luckily  at  hand.  He  only  waited  till  his 
self-command  returned,  to  join  the  rector,  and 
urge  his  petition  to  be  permitted  to  return  to 
Worthington.  If  that  were  accorded  him, 
he  would  then  hope  to  ask  the  dearer 
boon  which  lay  so  close  to  his  heart, 
but    he    felt    that    it    would    be  premature 

c2 
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to  plead  for  the  latter,  unless  the  for- 
mer met  unquestionable  encouragement. 

Meanwhile,  to  follow  Lord  Ellerley  and 
Brenda.  They  had  seen  the  swans,  the 
pheasantry,  the  model  farms,  and  a  thou- 
sand other  interesting  objects,  till  at  last, 
like  children  wearied  with  too  much  sight- 
seeing, they  clambered  up  a  ruined  tower 
in  the  woods,  and  from  thence  surveyed,  at 
one  glance,  the  glorious  expanse  of  country 
round  the  Castle,  all,  as  far  as  eye 
could  reach,  the  property  of  the  young 
earl. 

^^  All  mine,  Brenda,  yes,  all  mine  !"  said  he, 
as  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  and  gazed 
on  the  glittering  scene  ;  ^^  but  what  a  lonely  lot 
mine  is ! — no  brothers,  no  sisters,  no  one  to 
share  my  happiness,  or  my  grandeur — no  one 
to  help  the  cares  and  anxieties  off  my  shoulders! 
— what  will  become  of  me  ?  " 

Brenda  laughed. 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  21 

"  You  sigh  for  what  others  would  think 
the  greatest  attraction  of  your  position — 
your  undisputed  sovereignty,"  said  she. 

^'  No — I  like  to  be  king/'  he  returned 
gaily,  "  but  not  without  a  queen." 

Brenda  turned  her  head  hastily  away,  vexed 
to  feel  her  cheeks  suddenly  burn  with  a  vivid 
blush. 

^^Look  Brenda,"  said  Lord  EUerley,  "look 
at  this  immense  party  coming  up  to  our  tower 
— it  is  to  see  the  view — they  will  invade  it  in 
another  moment,  so  my  time  is  but  short. 
Brenda — my  Brenda — I  have  had  a  dream 
from  my  boyhood,  and  to-day  my  age  permits 
me  to  realise  it,  if  only  you  feel  towards  me 
as  I  do  towards  you ! — oh,  these  odious 
people ! — Brenda,  my  own  beautiful  Brenda, 
tell  the  rector  I  shall  be  with  him  to-morrow 
morning — early — don't  tell  him  my  errand 
— say  very    early,  and    till    then — think    of 
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CHAPTER  II. 

The  party  now  advancing  so  inopportunely 
to  interrupt  the  young  earl's  first  declaration, 
were  totally  unsuspicious  of  the  scene  they 
had  so  curtailed.  Perhaps  one  reason  was, 
that  no  one  ever  dreamt  that  Lord  EUerley, 
the  hero  of  the  day,  and  the  parti  of  the  day, 
could  for  one  instant  give  a  thought  to  Brenda 
Burgess,  the  daughter  of  the  impoverished 
Eector  of  Worthington.  Had  it  been  Lady 
Eosa  Lisle,  or  even  Miss  JoddreU,  there 
might  have  been  looks,  and  smiles,  and  inuen- 
does,  but  no  one  looked  at  Brenda  Burgess — 
no    one   thought  her  worth  the  suspicion  of 
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even   trying    to  attract  the  young  earl's  at- 
tention. 

Up  the  broken,  crazy,  winding  stairs  of 
the  beautiful  old  ruin,  came  the  merry  voices, 
and  Lord  Ellerley  and  Brenda  met  them  half 
way. 

First  came  Lady  Eosa,  her  dress  carefully 
held  and  protected  from  the  damp-stained 
walls  by  Lord  Chessingham.  Then  came 
Miss  Joddrell,  shrieking  and  screaming  at 
every  step ;  and  she  in  her  turn  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  joyous  crew  of  pleasure-seekers, 
all  making  the  very  woods  ring  with  their 
mirth. 

^' Is   there    any  room    for    us  up  there?" 
asked  Miss    Joddrell,    as  she    squeezed  past 
Brenda   and  the  earl,    never   imagining   but 
that   they   were  the  forerunners    of  a  large 
party. 

^^Just  standing  room,"  was  the   laughing 
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answer,  and  he  was  going  on  when  Miss  Jod- 
drell  touched  his  arm. 

'^  Grandpapa  wants  your  lordship/'  said 
she,  in  her  peculiar  way,  '^  and  tell  him 
if  he  says  anything  of  me,  that  I 
have  lost  my   heart   to    him — will   you?" 

''Your  grace  shall  be  obeyed,"  said  Lord 
Ellerley,  taking  up  her  strain,  and  as  he 
uttered  the  words  Miss  Joddrell  turned 
to    Lady  Eosa. 

''  Many  a  true  word  spoken  in  jest,  my 
dear,"  she  whispered ;  "  you  will  see  I  shall 
cut  you  out  yet ! " 

''  Never,"  murmured  Lady  Eosa,  and  they 
all  passed  on. 

And  Brenda  and  her  companion  pursued 
their  way  with  rapid  steps  towards  the 
crowd  on  the   lawn. 

''  Brenda — my  Brenda,"  said  the  voice 
again  at  her  ear,  "  come  with  me  to  my  grand- 
father.    I  want  him  to    see  you — let    it   be 
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for  me  first  to  introduce  you  to  liim — I 
shall  long  to  hear  what  he  says  of  you.'^ 

^^  Oh,  Lord  Ellerley!"  exclaimed  Brenda, 
at  last  finding  her  voice,  ^^  I  think  I  had 
better  go  to  papa  at  once — I  shall  be  so  afraid 
of  the  duke's  not — not — -" 

^^  My  grandfather  always  sees  with  my 
eyes,"  said  Ellerley,  ''  besides,  even  if  he  did 
not,  how  could  any  eyes  see  you  other  than 
you  are,  my  Brenda  ?  " 

How  Brenda's  heart  beat  as  she  crossed  that 
lawn  ! — how  high  it  swelled  with  happiness  ! 
How  few  had  been  the  words  exchanged  be- 
tween those  two,  in  comparison  to  the 
lengthy  love-scenes  generally  enacted  by 
people  in  their  predicament  I  Yet  how  all- 
sufficient  had  been  those  few  sentences. 
The  fact  was,  they  understood  each  other 
without  words.  The  day-dream — the  life- 
dream  of  one,  had  been  the  day  and  life- 
dream  of  both — and  now   it   was  realised. 
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Brenda  felt  as  though  this  were  a  long- 
expected  termination.  Lord  EUerley,  as  if  it 
were  a  blissful  beginning.  But  to  neither  did 
the  important  crisis  seem  strange  or  surpris- 
ing, thus  showing  how  equally  both  had 
accustomed  themselves  to  looking  upon  it  as 
a  certainty. 

Still,  this  feeling  did  not  in  the  least  rob 
the  affair  of  its  buoyant  happiness.  Ellerley 
advanced  to  the  spot  where  his  grandfather 
and  Dr.  Burgess  sat,  all  radiant,  a  little  in 
advance  of  Brenda. 

^^  Your  grace  has  seen  all  the  beauties 
but  one,"  said  he,  in  a  half  whisper;  "let 
me  present   Miss  Burgess." 

It  was  quickly,  nervously  done,  and 
Brenda's  curtsey  to  the  courtly  old  man  before 
her,  was  tremulously  low.  In  another  mo- 
ment she  had  retreated  to  her  father's 
wing,  and  Lord  Ellerley  went  on  talking 
rapidly  and  merrily  on  the  events  of  the  day. 
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''  The  luncheon  is  ready,"  said  he,  "  and 
I  suppose  I  must  take  Lady  Linton  in,  it 
you  positively  refuse — but,  indeed,  duke,  she 
would  prefer  you." 

"  No,  my  dear  boy,"  returned  the  old  man, 
^^take  your  rightful  place  to-day,  and  play 
your  proper  part.  To-day  all  eyes  are  on 
you,  and  I  shall  just  be  wheeled  where  I  can 
see  and  hear,  and  enjoy  the  sight  which  I 
never  thought  my  old  eyes  would  be  per- 
mitted to  see.  And  now  about  all  your 
friends — " 

^^  Ah,  true!"  exclaimed  Ellerley,  who 
though  ostensibly  watching  for  Lady  Linton 
to  pass,  was  in  fact  gazing  on  the  beauti- 
ful Brenda,  who,  leaning  over  her  father's 
chair,  was  holding  with  him  and  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert  an  animated  conversation — "you  have 
seen  all  the  Ladies  Linton  for  the  first  time, 
and  my  friend  Miss  Joddrell.  What  does 
your  grace  think  of  them  all?" 
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''Don't  talk  to  me  of  Miss  Joddi^ell," 
said  the  old  man,  testily ;  ''  the  sort  of 
young  woman  I  cordially  detest.  No — 
but  Lady  Eosa  is  a  magnificent  specimen 
of  English  beauty.  I  do  not  know  Avhen  I 
have  seen  a  more  superb  figure — a  more  strik- 
ing face." 

''What,  my  dear  grandfather?  more  so 
than  Miss  Burgess  ?  " 

"  How  ?"  asked  the  duke,  raising  his 
eyes,  winking  and  blinking  up  in  the 
young  man's  face,  "  are  they  ever  com- 
pared ?" 

"Not  exactly— but  people  are  very  much 
divided." 

"  Humph,"  said  the  duke,  trying  to  turn 
round  so  as  to  face  Brenda,  "then  she 
must  come  and  talk  to  me.  But  you 
must  be  more  callous  than  I  was  at 
your    age,     my     dear    boy,     if    you     have 
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looked  with  an  indifferent  eye  on  Lady 
Eosa  Lisle." 

^^  I  never  either  liked  or  admired  her/' 
returned  Lord  EUerley,  drawing  himself 
up,  "  neither  do  I  envy  the  Marquis  of 
Chessingham." 

The   duke's    countenance   fell   a   little. 

"  Is  that  really  settled  ?"  said  he.  "  Well, 
I  am  half  sorry.  It  would  have  been 
very  suitable — however,  you  know  best — 
and  now  to  make  an  acquaintance  with 
the  good  rector's  daughter.  Ask  her  to 
be  so  kind  as  to  come  and  sit  by  an 
infirm  old  man's  side  till  you  pair  off  to 
your  grand   feast.*' 

Gladly  Lord  EUerley  brought  a  seat  for 
Brenda,  and  placed  it  by  his  grandfather's 
chair,  but  she  had  hardly  uttered  a  dozen 
words,  than  a  gong  announced  that  all  the 
tents    were     ready    for    the     reception     of 
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hungry  visitors,  and  with  a  wistful  look  at 
Brenda,  Lord  Ellerley  advanced  to  Lady 
Linton,  who  was  now  to  be  seen  approach- 
ing,   and    offered   her   his   arm. 

On  seeing  this,  Mr.  Cuthbert,  who  had 
held  back  with  a  sort  of  proud  shyness 
peculiar  to  him,  whilst  the  young  earl  was 
near,  made  a  dash  at  Brenda,  and  led 
her    silently    away. 

The  duke  looked  after  them  with  a  glance 
of  great  interest. 

^^My  good  friend,"  said  he  to  the  rec- 
tor, ^'  I  admire  your  daughter  exceed- 
ingly ;  and  young  Cuthbert  is  one  of  a 
thousand.  They  would  make  a  nice 
couple.'* 

^^  Ah,  your  grace,"  exclaimed  Dr.  Bur- 
gess, emphatically,  ^'  I  should  esteem  my- 
self a  happy  man  if  I  could  leave  my 
child  in  such  hands  as  his !  There  does 
not    exist    his    equal.     If  my    Brenda   could 
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only  think  the  same,  my  grey  hairs  would 
never  go  down  '  in  sorrow  to  the  grave.' 
I  should  feel  my  race  of  life  well  run, 
and   lay   me    down   in   perfect  peace." 

This  was  a  day  marked  in  the  calendar 
of  Brenda  Burgess  with  a  white  stone. 
Though  seated  at  that  sumptuous  repast  far 
from  EUerley,  hardly  able  to  catch  the  sen- 
tences which  seemed  flowing  so  easily  from 
his  lips  as  he  responded  to  the  speeches, 
placed  in  fact  by  Mr.  Cuthbert  at  a  remote 
table,  still  was  the  day  one  of  intense  en- 
joyment. 

Through  many  and  many  a  succeeding 
year  she  remembered  the  happiness  of  the 
day  when  Lord  EUerley  came  of  age ! 

But  in  all  her  blissful  reveries,  she  was 
not  so  selfish  as  not  to  have  plenty  of 
attention  ready  for  the  companion  whose 
low  tones,  every  now  and  then,  claimed 
it. 
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Perhaps  she  was  a  little  absent,  but  he 
did  not  appear  to  notice  it.  At  last  some- 
thing he  said  seemed  to  recall  her  completely 
to    herself. 

^^Oh!"  she  exclaimed,  suddenly  turning 
her  bright  face  on  him,  "  do  tell  me — have 
you  had  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to 
papa : 

Mr.  Cuthbert  seemed  a  little  "taken 
aback/'  as  the  saying  is,  at  the  abrupt- 
ness of  the  question,  and  paused  before 
replying. 

"  Oh,"  she  continued,  with  her  usual 
energy,  "  you  hesitate  ! — then  he  will  not 
accept  the  sacrifice  you  so  generously 
offered! — oh  I  am  vexed! — is  it  really 
so?" 

"  No,"  replied  Mr.  Cuthbert,  smihng, 
"you  have  jumped  to  too  hasty  a  con- 
clusion. I  have  had  a  long  conversation 
with    your     father,     and    I    do    not    know 
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whether,  in  a  festive  scene  like  this,  I  shall 
have  time  to  tell  you  half  we  talked 
about — for  we  are  surrounded  by  listen- 
ers,— "  he  added,  glancing  round  and  meet- 
ing Miss  JoddrelFs  eyes  first,  and  then 
Lady  Rosa's — '''  and  what  I  have  to  tell 
you  affects  my  happiness  very,  very  nearly, 
Brenda." 

^^  Of  course  it  does,"  cried  the  young 
girl,  totally  unsuspicious  of  his  meaning, 
''  and  mine,  too,  Mr.  Cuthbert.  But  don't 
keep  me  in  suspense — there  is  no  such  soli- 
tude as  a  great  crowd — tell  me  as  much  as 
you  can  before  there  is  a  general  move." 

''  Well  then,"  he  continued,  ''  I  first  ex- 
amined your  good  father  as  to  his  health, 
and  found  it  totally  unequal  to  the  de- 
mands he  has  on  his  strength.  I  then 
tried  to  impress  on  him  the  serious  neces- 
sity there  was  for  complete  relaxation  of  body 
and  mind — " 

VOL.  IL  D 
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^' Too  true!"  ejaculated  Brenda.  *^  How 
good  and  kind  of  you !     Well  ?  what  else  ?" 

^^  I  then  made  my — my — '' 

"  Your  proposal,"  she  interposed,  ^^  yes — 
go  on." 

''  My  proposal,"  he  echoed,  though  the 
words  that  she  uttered  so  playfully  and 
innocently,  cost  him  a  crimson  glow  all 
over  his  face.  "  I  volunteered  to  take 
his  duty — I  suggested  leaving  Linton — 
I  said,  most  truly,  that  my  heart  was 
still,  and  ever  had  been,  at  Worthing- 
ton— " 

^^But  then — I  know  papa  so  well — did 
he  not  instantly  exclaim  at  the  sacrifice  you 
were   making  ?  " 

"  He  did,  indeed,  but  I  hope  I  con- 
vinced him  that  most  fortunately  my  cir- 
cumstances in  life  prevented  my  being 
tied  to  any  particular  parish,  so  far 
as  its   pecuniary   merits   were    concerned — " 
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"  How  fortunate  !  '^  again  interrupted 
Brenda.  "What  did  he  say  then?  did  he 
accept?" 

"  Not  quite.  There  was  still  another  side 
to   be  viewed — " 

"  Do  not  scruple  to  tell  it  me,"  said 
Brenda,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears,  "though 
perhaps  you  would  rather  I  guessed  it. 
You  Imow,  Mr.  Cuthbert,  we  are  yery 
poor  people  now  compared  to  what  we 
were  once — was  his  hesitation  on  these 
grounds  ?" 

"It  was,"  replied  Mr.  Cuthbert. 

"  Then,"  exclaimed  Brenda,  colouring 
deeply,  "  never  mind  what  he  says  about 
that — we  shall  manage — I  know  how,  though 
I  cannot  at  this  moment  explain— never 
mind  what  darling  father  says  about 
poverty — " 

"  I  did  not,"  laughed  Mr.  Cuthbert, 
laughing  in  spite    of    himself,    "  neither  did 
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the  duke,  who  instantly  made  a  sugges- 
tion which  I  think  you  will  say  was 
the  very  happiest  that  ever  emanated 
from    a  benevolent  and   generous   heart." 

Brenda  looked  bewildered — ^her  eyes 
asked  the  questions  which  her  lips  did  not 
seem  able  to  frame. 

"  He  suggested,"  said  Mr.  Cuthbert, 
very  slowly,  and  without  raising  his  eyes, 
^Hhat  I  should  petition  Lord  EUerley 
that  his  first  act  on  attaining  his  ma- 
jority should  be,  to  make  the  Eeverend 
Bernard  Cuthbert  rector  of  Worthington — " 

Brenda  clasped  her  hands. 

^^ —  and  the  Eeverend  Doctor  Burgess 
would  then  accept  the  office  of  domes- 
tic chaplain  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Arran." 

It  was  many  minutes  before  Brenda  could 
speak.  She  felt  choking  with  conflicting 
emotions.      Now,  for   the  first  time,  did  all 
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the  secret  privations  and  penmy  of  past 
years  rise  up  before  her  as  hideous  and 
hard  to  be  borne !  Now  that  her  father 
was  about  to  be  placed  far  above  priva- 
tion of  any  kind,  and  now  that  she  saw 
her  own  destiny  glittering  before  her  daz- 
zled eyes,  she  could  hardly  believe  that 
she  had  really  lived  uncomplainingly 
through  so  much  sorrow  and  suffering  as 
the  last  few  years  had  brought  her. 
-  Mr.  Cuthbert  saw  that  she  was  on  the 
point  of  giving  way,  and  wisely  turned  to 
his  next  neighbour,  and  began  a  rambling 
conversation  which  enabled  her  to  recover 
herself.  In  a  few  minutes  she  resumed  the 
conversation  herself. 

'-'  Have  you  made  the  request  ?"  she  asked, 
with   tears  in  her  very  voice. 

"  Not  yet,  Brenda.  I  wished  first  to 
see  you,  and  secure  your  approbation  of 
the   plan." 
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"Could  you  doubt  it?"  said  she,  in 
so  touching  a  tone  that  Mr.  Cuthbert 
could   hardly   believe   he    heard  her  aright. 

"  Then  it  would  make  you  happy,  Brenda  ?" 
he   asked. 

"  It  seems  all  I  wanted  to  put  the  finishing 
stroke  to  my  happiness,"  was  her  whispered 
answer,  and  at  that  moment  the  general 
rise  of  ladies  took  place  with  the  sud- 
denness which  generally  marks  that  event 
in   assemblies  of  the  kind. 

Mr.  Cuthbert  was  not  separated  from 
Brenda,  but  from  that  moment  they  were 
surrounded  by  friends  and  acquaintances, 
and  had  not  another  opportunity  of  ex- 
changing confidential  syllables,  until  at  last, 
a  bright  moon  rose  refiilgently  over  the 
glorious  domain  of  EUerley,  and  carriages 
crowded  the  court-yard. 

It    was   then    that    two    voices   breathed 
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into  Brenda's  ear  the  same  words,  with 
but  a  slight   variation. 

'^  Till  to-morrow,  Brenda — only  till  to- 
morrow !" 

"To-morrow,  my  Brenda — early  to-mor- 
row!" 

And  the  scene  closed  for  ever  on  that 
bright   and  joyous  day. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

It  was  a  habit  at  Worthington  Rectory  for 
Brenda  to  descend  first  to  the  breakfast-room, 
and  there  to  prepare  her  father's  chocolate, 
toast,  and  egg,  before  summoning  him  from 
his    study   to    partake  of  them. 

But  the  morning  succeeding  the  momen- 
tous day  of  Lord  EUerley's  fete,  Brenda, 
contrary  to  custom,  found  the  rector  in 
the  breakfast-room  before  her,  not  seated 
at  the  table  or  appearing  even  to  think 
of  creature-comforts,  but  pacing  the  room, 
from  one  end  to  the  other,  mth  rapid  steps, 
and  murmuring  to  himself  in  disjointed  sen- 
tences. 
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Brenda  looked  at  him  with  amazement. 
It  was  months  since  he  had  taken  such  un- 
usual exercise,  and  she  had  not  believed  his 
limbs  capable  of  it,  but  still,  there  he 
certainly  was — bent  and  attenuated,  it  is  true, 
— but  pacing  the  floor  like  a  lion  in  his  den. 

Seeing  that  he  was  labouring  under  some 
unusual  excitement,  Brenda  went  up  to  him 
and  gently  taking  him  by  the  arm,  led  him 
to  his  great  chair.  The  action  seemed  to 
rouse  him  to  a  consciousness  of  her  presence, 
and  he  turned  his  eyes  on  her  with  a  look 
of  extreme  tenderness. 

^^Dear  child!"  he  exclaimed,  ^^  good 
little  girl.  We  are  both  expecting  a  visitor 
to-day,  my  Brenda,  are  we  not?" 

^^Yes,"  said  the  young  girl,  stooping  to 
kiss  the  thin  worn-looking  hand,  and  thus 
hiding  the  heightened  colour  of  her  cheeks, 
^^Yes,  papa — both  of  us — quite  gay  to-day, 
with  two  early  visitors." 
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"  Two  ?  "  repeated  Dr.  Burgess,  looking 
up  confusedly,  '^how  two? — only  one  that 
I  know  of.     Is  not  one  enough,  sly  puss?" 

Brenda  had  tact  enough  to  see  her  mistake 
and  laugh  it  off.  She  saw  that  her  father 
and  herself  were  not  expecting  the  same 
visitor — ^that  he  only  knew  of  one,  whilst 
she  could  tell  him  of  two — but  secure  that 
each  would  bring  nothing  but  joy  and  glad- 
ness into  that  long-darkened  house,  she  let 
the  mistake  pass,  and  was  quite  contented 
to  ^^bide  the  time." 

Breakfast  to  that  father  and  daughter 
that  day,  seemed  little  else  but  a  formality. 
The  rector's  egg  was  left  unbroken,  and 
Brenda's  toast  stood  untouched.  She  watched 
anxiously  to  see  him  finish  his  chocolate,  and 
that  was  usually  the  signal  that  she  might 
ring  for  the  table  to  be  cleared,  and  herself 
to  escape,  and  at  last,  escape  she  did,  to  the 
pretty  little   room  devoted  to   her  own   de- 
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vices,  from  the  projecting  bay-window  of 
which  she  could  see  the  high  road  winding 
for   many  a  mile. 

From  thence  she  sat  and  watched,  and 
she  had  not  long  to  wait.  A  speck  rapidly 
advancing  soon  gave  her  notice  that  a 
horseman  was  on  the  road,  and  as  soon 
as  he  came  within  sight,  she  clasped  her 
hands   over   her  heart. 

^^ Ah! "said  she  to  herself,  with  a  sigh 
of  perfect  happiness,  "  Mr.  Cuthbert  never 
rode  at  such  a  rate  as  that ;  that  horseman 
comes  at  a  true  knight's  pace ! — dear  EUer- 
ley!" 

He  rode  on — he  dashed  up  the  avenue 
— ^he  tore  up  the  very  gravel  at  the 
Rectory  steps — and  throwing  himself  off 
his  horse,  was  in  another  moment  in  the 
rector's  study,  and  the  door  slammed  as 
though    closed   with  an   impetuous  hand. 

This     room     was     immediately     beneath 
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Brenda's  boudoir.  She  could  hear  mur- 
muring voices,  and  chairs  moving,  and  all 
those  sort  of  sounds,  as  she  sat  up  stairs, 
and  she  could  there  sit  and  listen  in  case 
she  heard  her  invalid  father's  voice,  requir- 
ing  her   presence. 

This  day,  for  many  minutes,  which  seemed 
to  her  hours,  the  voices  of  the  rector  and 
Lord  Ellerley  were  both  very  low.  Then  they 
became  a  little  more  audible,  and  Brenda 
listened  with  an  attention  which  was  pain- 
ful from  its  very  intensity.     At  last  they  rose. 

"  Dear,  good  father !  '^  thought  Brenda, 
^^this  is  the  overflowing  drop  in  his  cup 
of  happiness ! " 

And  Lord  Ellerley  and  Dr.  Burgess 
seemed  both  speaking  at  once.  The  con- 
versation seemed  rapidly  becoming  more 
animated. 

^^But  why?"  asked  Brenda's  heart,  ^^what 
can     cause     this      apparent      controversy  ? 
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Surely  papa's  scruples  will  find  no  room 
for  intrusion  in  such  a  case  as  this? 
it  is  a  high  destiny  for  me,  but  still — 
if  Ellerley  thinks   me   good   enough — " 

Alas ! — the  voices  soon  took  other  tones, 
and  Brenda's  warm  young  life-blood  re- 
treated, chilled.  The  first  dreadful,  sick- 
ening feeling  of  something  going  wrong 
crept  over  her.  She  held  fast  by  her 
chau" — she  gradually  slipped  off  it,  and 
sank  on  her  knees  on  the  floor — she 
ended  by  laying  her  head  on  the  ground 
— she  fancied  that  in  that  attitude  she 
heard   more  distinctly. 

Oh,  yes ! — the  tones  of  the  two  voices 
had  indeed  altered ! — something  certainly 
ivas  going  wrong.  The  voice  of  the 
rector  was  loud,  firm,  stern,  and  emphatic 
— that  of  Lord  Ellerley  simply  imj'loring. 

At  last  there  was  a  rush  of  impetuous 
feet  to  the  library  door. 
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"  He  is  coming  ! "  cried  Brenda,  spring- 
ing up,  ^'lie  is  coming,  and  now  all  will 
be   right ! " 

She  knew  that  was  Ellerlej's  tread,  but 
did  it  come  up  the  stairs?  did  it  even 
pause  at  the  foot  ? — No !  hastily  passing 
through  the  stone  hall,  which  seemed  to 
echo  drearily,  those  hurried  steps  sped 
down,  down,  down,  and  the  gravel  crushed 
beneath  them.  Another  moment  a  horse's 
hoofs  were  heard  pawing  the  ground — one 
more,  and  Lord  Ellerley  was  gallopping 
fiiriously   down   the   avenue. 

^^Gone!"  ejaculated  Brenda,  standing 
at  the  window  in  mute  despair,  ^^  gone !  " 

She  uttered  the  word  aloud.  She  was 
unconscious  with  what  an  intonation  of 
grief,  dismay,  and  piteous  desolation  it  fell 
from  her  lips,  until  she  heard  it  echoed  at 
her  ear,  and  then  starting  round,  she  met 
her  father's  eyes  fixed   upon  her. 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  47 

Never  in  all  her  life  had  she  seen  such 
an  expression  in  them  as  now  met  her  gaze. 

"Yes — gone/'  said  the  rector,  "  gone, 
Brenda,  and  would  to  Heaven  he  had  never 
come !  " 

"Xo,  no,  no !"  cried  the  young  girl,  clasp- 
ing her  hands,  "not  gone  for  ever?  don't 
say  so,  papa  !  not   for  ever  ? " 

"  For  ever !  "  repeated  her  father,  with  a 
severity  which  was  truly  appalling  to  that 
petted  child,  "  and,  Brenda,  I  had  rather 
have  been  in  my  grave  this  day  than  heard 
what  he  came  to  say !  Have  I  toiled  all 
these  years  to  redeem  the  sacred  vow  made  to 
his  dead  father,  to  find  at  the  end  that  my 
own,  my  only  child  would  be  the  one  to 
rise  up  against  me,  and  try  to  turn  me  from 
the  path  of  duty,  which  God  knows  I  have 
striven  with  all  my  mortal  strength  to 
tread,  ever  since  that  youth  became  my 
charge  ?  " 
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^^I?"  exclaimed  Brenda,  bewildered  at  the 
accusation,  '^I,  papa? — not  I,  surely;  what 
have  I  done?" 

^^Can  you  ask?"  he  cried,  ^^haveyounot 
known  from  your  earliest  youth  that  this 
great  and  onerous  trust  was  reposed  in  me 
undermost  strict  and  stringent  circumstances? 
— ^that  I  swore  before  Heaven  and  in  the 
ear  of  a  dying  man,  that  so  help  me  God, 
I  would  as  far  as  in  me  lay,  do  my  best 
for  this  young  man,  for  this  world  and  for 
the  next,  and  have  I  not  for  thirteen  years, 
conscientiously  redeemed  the  pledge  ?  Have 
I  not  watched  and  tended  him  like  a  father? 
have  I  not  formed  his  mind  and  cultivated 
till  it  came  to  perfection,  the  good  seed 
which  was  by  nature  implanted  in  his  con- 
stitution? Have  I  not  so  far  led  him  in 
that  straight  and  narrow  way  which  leads 
to  everlasting  life?  but  have  I  not  also 
held    a    constantly   watchful  and   unwearied 
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eye  over  his  temporal  state,  that  in  this 
world  as  well,  I  might,  according  to  my  vow, 
do  my  best  by  him?" 

*^Yes,  yes!"  cried  Brenda,  tears  stream- 
ing down  her  face ;  ^^  who  that  knows  you, 
dearest  father,  would  ever  doubt  all   this  ? " 

^^Who?"  burst  from  the  rector's  lips, 
"who  would  doubt? — the  whole  world,  if 
what  he  wishes,  and  what  you,  unhappy 
girl,  have  encouraged  him  in  wishing,  should 
ever  be  permitted  or  even  tolerated  by  me ! 
Gracious  Heaven ! "  exclaimed  the  agitated 
man,  pacing  the  room,  "  if  this  circumstance 
should  ever  transpire,  my  word  and  my 
honour,  both  sacred  for  so  many  years,  are 
tarnished  for  ever  !  Brenda  !  poor  child  ! 
how  nearly  have  you  robbed  your  father  of 
what  he  holds  dearer  than  anything  on 
earth,    his  good  conscience  ! " 

"But  how?"  cried  poor  Brenda,  terrified 
at   her   father's  vehemence  and  incoherency, 

VOL.  n.  E 
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"what  have  I  done?  what  is  it?  Surely 
dearest  father,  it  is  not  my  happy  prospects 
— ^my  bright  fate— EUerley's  wife! — surely 
it  is  not  this  that  wrings  from  you  such 
words  as  these  ?  " 

"Your  prospects? — your  fate? — EUerley's 
wife?"  exclaimed  Dr.  Burgess.  "Brenda, 
I  would  rather  hear  the  earth  rattle  on 
your  coffin,  than  lead  that  young  man  to 
think  he  shall  ever  call  my  penniless  child 
by  the  name  of  wife !  You  Lord  EUerley's 
wife? — you  Countess  of  EUerley? — you 
Duchess  of  Arran?  Brenda,  are  you 
mad?" 

The  young  girl  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 

"  What  right  have  you  to  suppose 
yourself  worthy  of  such  a  destiny  as 
this?"  continued  her  father  with  increasing 
severity. 

"  Not  I,"  she  murmured,  "  EUerley  thought 
me  so." 
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^'  And  you  encouraged  liim  in  so  fatal  a 
delusion  ?  " 

*^ Never,  never,  papa!" 

"  Then  how  did  he  come  to  me  this  morn- 
ing secure  of  your  consent  ?  " 

"  Because  he  knows  we  always  loved  each 
other." 

The  rector  wrung  his  hands. 

^^  Don't  say  it!"  he  ejaculated,  ^^  don't 
for  an  instant  think  it !  Brenda,  in 
him,  to  love  you,  is  folly  and  ruin — 
in  you,  to  love  him,  presumption  and 
madness  !  Dismiss  the  thought,  dismiss  the 
dream,  at  once  and  for  ever." 

^^I  cannot!"  cried  Brenda,  ^^it  has 
been  the  sunshine  of  my  life !  and  as 
for  Ellerley — he  has  loved  me  from  a 
child — he  will  never  desert  or  forget  me." 

"He  will!"  said  her  father,  vehemently, 
"  he  will,  for  I  have  taken  care  of 
that!" 
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^^  How?^'  whispered  Brencla,  looking  up 
with  a  blanched  face,  ^^what  have  you  said 
to  him?'' 

^'  Told  him  of  his  folly — pointed  out 
his  insanity — showed  him  the  grievous 
wrong  he  would  do  me,  and  convinced  him 
that   I   had    other,    far    happier,    views    for 

you." 

"And  he  believed  you?"  she  asked. 

"  He  will  believe.  It  remains  but  for 
you  to  confirm  my  decision  and  to  save  my 
good  name,  by  one  voluntary  act,  and  then  he 
will  believe." 

"Your  good  name,  father?" 

She  seemed  confused  as  well  as  stunned — 
quite  bewildered  and  scared. 

"  My  good  name — ^my  sacred  word — 
my  solemn  pledge — in  fact,  my  consci- 
ence." 

"And  the  act?" 

"  To  write,"  said  he,  as  with  a  firm  grasp 
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he  closed  his  fingers  round  her  wrist,  and 
drew  her  after  him,  ^Ho  write  from  my  dic- 
tation.    Follow  me." 

^^  And  you  say  then  that  he  will  no  longer 
love  me  ?  " 

''  Foolish  girl !  you  are  under  a  wild  de- 
lusion ! — he  never  did." 

^^  False!"  she  almost  screamed,  dropping 
suddenly  on  her  knees  in  her  progress 
across  the  room,  ''  false  heart  if  he  says 
so!^' 

^'  Follow  me,"  repeated  her  father,  not 
heeding  the  interruption,  but  raising  her 
with  stern  severity,  "follow  me  and 
do  your  duty  as  I  do  mine.  You  do 
not  see  me  flinch,  yet  never  in  my 
whole  life  have  I  gone  through  so  sharp  a 
trial." 

"But  it  is  hard,  very  very  hard  upon 
me,"  sobbed  the  young  girl.  "  I  cannot 
help  feeling  it — forgive   me    if    I    seem  re- 
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bellious  my  dear  father,  but  indeed  you 
are  sacrificing  me  for  a  scruple  of  consci- 
ence ! " 

The  rector  started — the  words  were  very 
bold,  and  the  worst  was  that  he  was  not 
very  sure  but  that  they  were  true — but 
then — ^his  honour  !  his  word  of  honour  ! — 
the  dying  charge  given  him  by  the  late  Lord 
Ellerley — was  he  not  rigidly  obeying  it? 
And  in  his  lifetime  another  dying  charge 
had  been  delivered  to  him — how  had  he  com- 
plied with  that? — had  he  protected  his 
child  from  the  dangers  that  her  lost  mother 
had  anticipated? — had  he  not  rather  lost 
sight  of  this  danger,  in  his  overweening 
anxiety  to  avert  the  other  ? — in  doing  his 
duty  so  strictly  by  his  pupil,  had  he  not  for- 
gotten his  child? 

But  of  what  avail  were  now  these  harass- 
ing and  distracting  thoughts,  except  to  render 
him  still  more  excited  and  agitated? — they 
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even  seemed  almost  to  infuriate  him.  They 
seemed  busy  spirits  at  his  side,  towards  which 
he  was  trying,  with  frantic  energy,  to  turn  a 
deaf  ear. 

The  only  refuge  appeared  to  be  in  the 
letter  which  he  was  determined  his  daughter 
should  write.  He  took  her  into  his  study 
— he  placed  her  in  his  own  chair — he 
put  paper  before  her,  and  a  pen  in  her 
hand,  and  again  he  gave  the  command, 
''  write." 

"What?"    asked  Brenda,  faintly. 

"  What  I  dictate,"  said  he ;  "  begin  thus, 
^  my  lord — ' " 

"To  Ellerley?"  she  uttered,  looking  up  in 
a  sort  of  blank  surprise. 

"  My  lord,"  repeated  Dr.  Burgess,  heedless 
of  the  interruption,  and  then  he  continued, 
dictating  rapidly,  only  pausing  when  her  trem- 
bling fingers  seemed  absolutely  incapable  of 
tracing  the   words.     But   Brenda   knew   her 
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father's  disposition  well.  She  knew  he  was 
not  one  to  be  trifled  with.  She  knew  that 
she  could  never  leave  that  room  till  her  task 
was  done — not  even  if  her  fainting  energy 
delayed  its  execution  till  midnight. 
''My  Lord, 
''  A  misconception,  in  which  I  alone  am  to 
blame,  and  of  which  I  tremble  to  think,  since 
I  may  by  it  have  been  the  means  of  causing 
your  lordship  both  embarrassment  and  pain, 
obliges  me  to  address  you  with  more  reluct- 
ance than  I  can  express.  My  father  tells  me 
that  from  my  own  pen  alone  must  come  my 
avowal  of  the  delusion  into  which  I  have  so 
unfortunately  led  you.  In  craving  your  for- 
giveness I  beseech  you  to  remember  me  with- 
out resentment,  and  to  believe  that  whilst  my 
deepest  gratitude  is  yours  for  so  overwhelming 
a  proof  of  your  sentiments  towards  me,  I 
am  at  the  same  time  unable  to  say  more 
than  that   I   cannot  reciprocate  them." 
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Her  hand  fell  powerless,  and  Brenda's  task 
was  done.  Exhausted  by  the  violence  of 
feelings  to  which  she  dared  give  no  utter- 
ance, she  leant  back  in  her  chair,  pale, 
breathless,  gasping  for  air,  and  her  father 
meanwhile  busied  himself  round  about  her, 
but  not  with  her,  for  he  was  seeking  seals, 
wax,  and  light,  and  securing  the  fatal  mis- 
sive in  its  envelope,  and  then  he  placed  it 
again  before   her  to    dii^ect. 

"Now,"  said  she,  almost  inaudibly,  as 
the  last  word  was  traced,  "may  I  go 
papa  ?  " 

"Yes,"  was  his  answer,  "you  may  go. 
You  have  done  your  duty,  Brenda,  and 
I  have  done  mine.  In  this  life  I  look 
for  no  reward,  for  this  is  not  the  world 
in  which  we  can  hope  to  be  recompensed 
for  a  deed  of  honour — an  act  of  consci- 
ence." 
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When  Brenda  left  her  father,  he  did  not 
sit  down  to  reflect  calmly  on  what  he  had 
done,  for  his  whole  task  was  not  yet  com- 
pleted. He  had  still  another  letter  to  des- 
patch, and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  rang 
the  study  bell. 

^^  Saddle  the  pony,"  said  he,  to  the  rough 
sort  of  lad-of-all-work  who  obeyed  the  sum- 
mons, "and  ride  to  EUerley  Castle  with 
these  two  letters.  Ask  for  an  answer 
to  this  one  addressed  to  the  Duke  of 
Arran,  but  give  Lord  Ellerley's  to  his 
own    servant.     It   requires   no    answer." 

Before   the   lapse   of  many   moments,  the 
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pony's  hoofs  were  clattering  down  the  village, 
and  the  rector,  seated  before  his  desk,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  vacancy,  his  elbows  resting  on 
the  arms  of  the  chair — his  hands  raised  and 
spread  out,  and  all  their  finger-points  touching 
each  other,  as  though  he  were  counting  their 
ten  tips  over  and  over  again  with  nervous 
perseverance,  waited  the  reply. 

In  his  letter  to  the  duke  he  had  briefly  and 
simply  told  him  the  exact  truth,  and  his 
own  total  ignorance  of  Lord  Ellerley's 
intentions  until  they  had  been  that  mor- 
ning communicated  to  him.  He  spoke  of 
his  grief  that  such  a  thing  should  have  oc- 
curred, and  suggested,  with  all  deference,  that 
his  grace  should  prevail  on  the  young  earl 
to  seek,  without  delay,  the  cheerful  so- 
ciety of  Lord  Linton^s  house,  and  thus  throw 
off  the  memory  of  so  unfortunate  a  con- 
tretemps. 

Motionless  for  two  hours   did   the   rector 
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await  ill  his   study  the  answer  to  this  letter, 
and  at  last  it  came — more  laconic  than  his 
own,  but  still,   every  word  to  the  point,  flat- 
tering, gratifying,  and  satisfactory. 
^'Mj  good  friend,"  it  ran, 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  letter — I  thank 
you  for  your  conduct.  It  is  only  what  I 
expected  from  you,  and  is  that  of  a  gen- 
tleman and  a  man  of  honour.  I  owe  you  a 
debt  of  gratitude  which  I  can  never  repay. 
I  only  trust  your  greatest  reward  may  be, 
your  conscience, 

'^  Your  faithful  friend, 

^^Arran." 

*^  Thank  God ! "  ejaculated  the  rector, 
'^  thank  God  for  the  strength  that  has 
carried  me  tlirough  !  " — 

And  now  to  Brenda.  In  leaving  her 
father's  study  she  crept  rather  than  walked. 
She  lingered,  hoping  he  would  have  some 
word   of    comfort  to   breathe   into   her   ear. 
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She  thought  he  must  surely  be  aware  how 
enormous  was  the  sacrifice,  he  had  demanded 
of  her,  but  no ;  some  stronger  feehng  than 
even  his  fatherly  love  seemed  just  then  to 
hold  unlimited  sway  over  him,  and  engrossed 
by  the  occupation  of  the  moment,  he  had 
neither  thought,  nor  word,  nor  look  for 
her. 

And  so  she  left  the  room,  with  the 
feeble,  dragging  step  of  one  prostrated 
by   a   great    and   sudden  illness. 

How  life  had  changed  for  her  during  the 
short  hour  that  had  intervened  between 
her  entering  and  leaving  that  once  be- 
loved room ! — a  room  which  would  now 
be  for  ever  associated  in  her  mind  with 
the  one  great  misery  of  her  young  ex- 
istence. 

She  passed,  almost  unconsciously,  up  the 
staircase,  and  the  sun  was  streaming  brightly 
through  the  stained  glass  window,   throwing 
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the  many-tinted  lights  on  the  white  wall. 
In  general  she  never  passed  this  wmdow 
without  rejoicing  in  its  beauty,  but  now — oh, 
what  a  mockery  its  brilliant  gaiety  seemed  to 
be! 

With  slow  and  heavy  step  she  passed  up 
and  up.  She  did  not  re-enter  her  own 
sitting-room — she  went  further  on.  She  did 
not  wish  for  solitude.  She  felt  as  if  her 
oppressed  heart  must  pour  out  its  load  of 
grief  or  it  would  burst,  so  in  her  wretchedness, 
she  sought  her  only  friend,  and  that  was 
Maitland — the  poor  old  nurse — Ellerley's  old 
nurse !  who,  too  old  now  to  mingle  with  the 
other  servants,  sat  all  day  in  her  own  pre- 
cincts, following  little  easy  occupations  suited 
to  her  advanced  age. 

Till  she  had  crept  close  to  Maitland's  side, 
seated  herself  on  the  floor  at  her  feet,  and 
laid  her  head  in  her  lap,  as  she  used  to  do  in 
all  her  griefs  as  a  child,  the  old  woman  did 
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not  see  that  there  was  anything  amiss,  but 
then  the  floodgates  opened  with  a  burst  of 
anguish  which  she  had  never  yet  seen  equalled, 
and  minutes  flew  swiftly  till  they  melted  into 
hours,  and  still  Brenda  was  pouring  into  those 
sympathetic  ears,  the  story  which  filled  Mait- 
land's  heart  with  every  feeling  except  surprise, 
and  that  she  did  not  feel. 

To  Brenda,  her  father's  conduct  was  a 
dreadful  shock,  a  mystery  she  could  not 
fathom.  To  Maitland,  it  was  only  what 
she  had  dreaded  and  expected  for  years  and 
years.  She  had  known  from  a  very  early 
date,  of  the  rector's  peculiar  theory  on  the 
subject  of  his  pupil,  and  she  had  been  the 
depository  of  Mrs.  Burgess's  dying  charges 
on  the  same  difficult  theme,  but  she  had  at 
the  same  time  held  her  own  opinion  through- 
out, and  that  was,  that  it  was  in  vain  for 
human  heads  to  plot  and  plan  where 
young   hearts    were    in    question,    and    she 
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had  been  for  years  aware  that  Brenda's 
heart  contained  a  flame  for  her  childhood's 
companion  which  required  very  little  to  fan 
it  into  life. 

As  for  Lord  Ellerley,  Maitland  had  watched 
his  warm  affection  for  Brenda  tremblingly,  but 
though  she  now  listened  with  bitter,  streaming 
tears  to  the  tale  of  disappointed  hopes,  she 
had  the  consolation  of  being  able  to  say  to 
herself  that  never  had  she,  either  on  one  side 
or  the  other,  encouraged  the  fatal  dream,  but 
had,  on  the  contrary,  by  continual  acts  of 
self-denial,  avoided  allowing  one  to  think  of 
the  other,  if  by  invariably  turning  the 
conversation,  such  a  result  could  be  ob- 
tained. 

And  now,  of  what  avail  had  been  the  care 
and  caution  of  all  these  years? — of  what 
avail  had  been  the  rector's  unwearied  watch- 
fulness, and  her  own  hard  task  of  silence  ? — 
Of  none  !      Nature  had  triumphed,  and   the 
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misery  of  one,  if  not  of  both,  had  been  all 
that  had  been  gained  by  this  act  of  stern  con- 
scientiousness. 

''  But  I  think  I  should  feel  it  less — I  think 
I  should  not  care  quite  so  much,"  sobbed 
Brenda,  "if  it  Tvere  not  for  the  letter  papa 
has  made  me  write.  If  I  could  feel  that 
EUerley  knew  I  cared  for  him,  but  that  I  had 
refused  him  at  papa's  command,  against  my 
own  free  will,  against  my  inclination,  I  know 
I  could  bear  it  better;  but  the  idea  that 
that  cruel  letter  will  make  him  think  not 
only  that  I  do  not  care  for  him,  but  even 
that  I  care  for  some  one  else ! — oh,  Mait- 
land  dear !  it  is  that  that  kills  me !  I 
could  have  borne  all  else  ;  after  that, 
what  can  I  expect  him  to  feel  for  me 
but  contempt  and  indignation?" 

"  My  darling,  he  will  never  feel  either  for 
you,"  said  Maitland,  who,  now  that  the  worst 
was  over  and  the  murder  fairly  out,  did  not 
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consider  herself  bound  by  any  further  feehngs 
of  conscience  to  torture  the  poor  child  before 
her ;  "  he  must  know  your  heart  well  enough 
never  to  believe  that  you  don't  care  for 
him  —  still  less  that  there's  one  before 
him." 

''  But  papa  told  him  so  ! — Papa  told  him 
distinctly  that  he  had  other  views  for  me!  — 
he  must  have  insinuated  too  that  I  did  not 
discourage  those  views,  or  EUerley  would 
never  have  left  the  house  in  that  fury ! — oh, 
how  well  I  know  his  step !  how  angrily  he 
passed  along  the  hall.  How  dreadful !  how 
humiliating !  for  my  letter  seemed  to  say  to 
him  that  he  had  misunderstood  me — think 
how  such  a  mistake  must  mortify  him,  for  he 
has  a  proud  spirit,  Maitland.  Oh,"  added  the 
young  girl,  with  sudden  bitterness,  ^^papa  has 
done  it  well.  Ellerley  will  never  care  for  me 
again.  He  despises  me  by  this  time.  Yet 
even    that    I    could    bear    if    I  could    only 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  67 

tell   him  that   I    never    loved    anyone    but 
him !  " 

^^  Dear  child/'  said  old  Maitland,  with 
a  sad  smile,  ^^  he  is  not  the  man  I  take 
him  for,  if  he  ever  believes  to  the  con- 
trary." 

^'  Oh,  but  he  must  have  believed  it  or  he 
would  not  have  given  me  up  so  easily.  Why 
did  he  not  ask  to  see  me  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  he  did,"  suggested  the  old 
woman. 

"  Perhaps  —  yes,"  said  the  young  girl, 
musingly,  "perhaps  he  did.  But  oh,  how 
cruel,  how  hard  upon  me ! — ^why,  why  was  I 
never  told  that  under  no  circumstances 
would  papa  ever  permit  such  a  thing, 
as  his  caring  for  me,  or  my  marrying  him  ?  " 

'^  Deary,  what  good  would  it  have  done  ? — 
hearts  cannot  be  taught  like  manners — they 
will  go  their  own  way,  school  them  as  you 
please." 
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'^  But  think,  in  papa's  circumstances,  of 
what  incalculable  advantage  my  being 
EUerley's  wife  would  have  been  to  him  ?  " 

"All  the  more  great  of  your  papa,  dar- 
ling. His  conscience  told  him  he  wasn't 
doing  his  best  by  his  charge,  to  marry  him 
to  his  own  child,  and  he  has  nobly  done  his 
duty." 

"  To  my  cost,  oh  how  bitterly ! "  cried 
Brenda,  relapsing  again  into  a  torrent  of 
grief.  "But,"  she  added,  looking  up  sud- 
denly, "  who  do  you  think  papa  meant  when 
he  spoke  of  other  views? — was  it  anybody 
likely?  anybody  that  EUerley  would  believe 
I  could  care  for? — oh,  nursey,  dear,  don't 
you  think  I  might  write  him  one  little  line 
and  just  say,  ^In  that  assertion  papa  was 
mistaken — still  I  obey,  and  bow  to  his  irre- 
vocable decision,' — surely  I  might  write  with 
just  those  two  lines  ? — " 

"  And  undo  all  the  good  your  papa  has 
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done  ?  and  falsify  all  he  has  said  ? — and  sa- 
crifice your  papa's  honour  for  your  own  empty 
gratification,  deary  ?  when  it  can  do  no 
good?"  said  Maitland. 

^^Oh,  my  poor  heart/'  sighed  Brenda, 
rocking  herself  backwards  and  forwards  in 
all  the  abandonment  of  anguish,  "  grief  never 
kills,  or  I  should  die  to-day,  Maitland,  dear, 
but  my  heart  is  broken.  I  have  nothing  to 
live  for  now.  But  I  wish,  I  do  wish  I  could 
think  who  poor  dear  EUerley  will  fix  on  as 
his  rival.     There  is  nobody,  literally — " 

At  that  moment,  the  Eectory  gate  swung 
on  its  hinges,  and  Brenda  started  up.  Per- 
haps some  wild  thought  possessed  her  that 
Ellerley  would  return,  for  she  rushed  to  the 
window,  just  in  time  to  see  a  long  shadow  fall 
on  the  lawn. 

It  was  Mr.  Cuthbert,  and  clasping  her  hands 
vehemently  together,  the  colour  all  at  once 
faded  both  from  her  cheeks  and  lips,  and  she 
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stood  like  a  statue,  gazing  at  him  as  he 
cheerfully  advanced,  and  rang  the  door-bell 
with  a  loud,  happy  sort  of  peal. 

How  little  he  knew  all  he  had  to  hear  and 
encounter  within  those  once  peaceful  walls  ! — 
but  the  very  sight  of  him  had  opened  Bren- 
da's  eyes.  In  a  moment  she  lived  over  again 
the  hours  she  had  passed  the  day  before  in 
his  society — she  saw  the  reason  of  his  coming 
that  morning — she  saw  now  how  she  had  at 
EUerley  Castle  most  unintentionally  misled 
him — she  saw  those  ^  other  vieivs '  of  which 
her  father  had  spoken  to  Lord  Ellerley — and 
she  now  no  longer  wondered  to  whom  the 
rector  alluded  when  he  had  announced  at 
breakfast  that  morning  that  he  expected  but 
one  visitor ! 

All  was  clear  now — clear  as  daylight — and, 
without  uttering  a  syllable,  Brenda  seated 
herself  quietly  on  the  nearest  chair,  and  in  a 
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sort  of  desperate  calmness,  waited  what  was 
to  follow. 

Mr.  Cuthbert  had  "been  ushered  into  the 
study.  The  interview  between  him  and  her 
father  seemed  very  long  ;  indeed  it  loas  long, 
for  the  luncheon  was  announced  and  Mait- 
land's  dinner  came  up,  and  still  they  were 
closeted  together.  How  different  the  pro- 
found tranquillity  of  that  interview  com- 
pared to  the  stormy  one  which  had  preceded 
it! 

In  vain  Maitland  pressed  the  young  girl  to 
go  down  and  take  some  refreshment. 

"I  could  not;"  was  her  answer.  ''  In  the 
first  place  it  would  choke  me — in  the  next, 
I  could  not  meet  either  papa  or  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert— not  yet  at  least — I  could  not  bear 
it." 

But  after  a  time,  both  the  silent  occupants 
of     Maitland's    room    heard     footsteps     as- 
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cending  the  stairs — heavy,   slow  footsteps 
and  they  paused   at   the   door   of    Brenda's 
boudon\ 

^^  Brenda,"  sai-d  a  calm,  quiet  voice,  and 
Brenda  started  up  instinctively  and  obeyed 
the  summons. 

She  met  Mr.  Cuthbert  on  the  landing,  and 
for  an  instant  they  stood  and  looked  at  each 
other.  In  that  furtive  glance  Brenda  saw 
that  he  had  been  put  in  possession  of  all  the 
circumstances  of  that  unhappy  morning. 
There  was  an  expression  of  extreme  pain 
and  sadness  on  his  features,  more  touching, 
and  conveying  more  reproach  to  Brenda's 
heart  than  all  her  father's  anger,  for  she  felt 
that,  though  unintentionally,  she  had  in- 
jured, misled,  wronged  Mr.  Cuthbert  in 
fact — yet  his  voice  was  gentle  and  kind 
as  ever,  and  it  was  coals  of  fire  on  her 
head. 

''  Brenda,  your  father  says  you  are  taking 
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no  note  of  time — you  will  be  ill  if  you 
do  not  come  and  have  some  refresh- 
ment." 

How  commonplace  the  words  and  the 
request,  yet  so  much  did  the  tone  in  which 
they  were  spoken  overcome  her  that  she  sat 
down  on  the  stairs,  and  leaning  her  head 
against  the  bannisters,  sobbed  bitterly.  She 
would  have  given  worlds  to  have  been  able 
to  command  herself  before  him,  of  all  people, 
but  she  could  not ;  her  grief  was  too  new ; 
and  he  stood  by  her  side  in  silence. 

How  could  he,  of  all  people,  attempt  to 
console  her  ? 

It  seemed  to  both  of  them  as  if  they  had 
not  been  there  more  than  a  few  minutes, 
when  suddenly  a  fall,  so  heavy  that  it  shook 
the  very  staircase,  and  appearing  to  proceed 
from  the  rector's  study,  struck  dismay  into 
their  hearts,  and  both  simultaneously  rushed 
down  to  the  closed  door. 
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Mr.  Cuthbert  opened  it  carefully,  but 
there  was  resistance  from  within,  and  he 
turned  to  Brenda,  his  eyes  full  of  pity  and 
aiFection. 

"  Go,  Brenda,"  said  he,  '^  go,  and  I  will 
join  you  very  soon." 

''  No,"  she  answered  in  a  smothered  voice. 
"  I  know  something  has  happened.  I  had 
rather  hear  the  worst  at  once,  and  I 
can  bear  it  better  when  you  are  with 
me." 

But  the  door  would  not  open.  The  pros- 
trate body  of  Dr.  Burgess  was  evidently 
lying  in  front  of  it,  and  with  a  brief  and 
emphatic  entreaty,  more  like  a  command, 
that  Brenda  would  not  enter  until  he 
summoned  her,  Mr.  Cuthbert  went  round 
to  the  front  of  the  house,  and  entered  by 
the  window  which  led  out  upon  the 
lawn. 

Dr.    Burgess   was   indeed   lying   stretched 
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upon  the  floor — not  dead,  but  evidently  in  a 
fit  of  the  most  dangerous  character — and 
without  hesitation  Mr.  Cuthbert  immediately 
called  to  Brenda  to  come  in.  He  thought 
when  he  did  so  that  her  father's  moments 
were  numbered. 
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CHAPTER  y. 

"A  NOTE  from  Lord  EUerley,"  said  Lady 
Linton,  a  few  days  after  that  on  which  he 
had  attained  his  majority ;  ^^  a  note  offer- 
ing himself  to  stay  with  us,  feehng 
EUerley  dull  I  suppose,  after  the  excite- 
ment of  the  great  day,  but  honestly  we 
have  not  a  room  vacant.  What  am  I  to 
do?'' 

Lord  Linton  smiled.  Since  Lady  Rosa  had 
accepted  Lord  Chessingham,  Linton  seemed 
to  be  unable  to  accommodate  as  many  guests 
as  usual. 

^'  If  I  could  but  get  rid  of  Miss  Jod- 
drell,"  continued   her    ladyship,    ^^we    could 
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manage  very  well,  but  really  when  once  she 
gets  mto  a  house,  there  is  no  getting  her 
out    of  it." 

'^  I  think  I  could  devise  a  plan/'  said  Lord 
Linton,  with  a  sly  smile;  ^'my  idea  is  that 
she  has  been  staying  on  under  an  impres- 
sion that  EUerley  is  coming  here.  Give  out 
that  he  is  not  coming,  and  you  will  see,  she 
will  go."  *• 

"  I  will  try  it,"  said  Lady  Linton,  "  I 
will  try  it  to-day  at  luncheon,  before  post- 
time." 

And  at  luncheon  Lady  Linton  did  an- 
nounce, diplomatically  as  she  thought,  that 
she  was  sorry  they  were  not  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  a  visit  from  Lord  EUerley,  as  she 
had  wished. 

The  intelligence  did  not  appear  to  in- 
terest anyone  in  particular,  except  Miss 
Joddrell. 

"Dear  me!"  she  exclaimed,  "why  can  he 
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not  come  ?  I  wanted  so  much  to  see  him. 
Do  you  know,  Lady  Linton,  he  has  such 
taste  in  jewellery  ?  I  wished  to  consult 
him  about  a  quantity  of  old  diamonds 
I  found  in  an  old  cabinet  at  home,  of 
which,  till  last  week,  I  never  knew  of 
the   existence.     Why   can  he   not  come  ?" 

Lady  Linton  had  not  anticipated  this 
point-blank  question,  and  hesitated  for  a 
moment  for  an  answer.  She  gave  a  glance 
too  round  the  crowded  table,  and  Miss  Jod- 
drell  seemed  to  divine  her  very  thoughts,  for 
she  continued, 

"  Can  he  not  come,  or  can  you  not  receive 
him?" 

^^Well,"  said  Lady  Linton,  smiling  in  spite 
of  herself,  "  perhaps  that  is  nearest  the  truth. 
We  are  rather  full  just  now,  as  he  must  have 
seen  by  our  numerous  attendance  at  his  fete 
the  other  day.'' 

'^  But  why  not  let  me  give  up  my  room  ?  '^ 
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persisted  the  pertinacious  guest ;  "  you  can 
put  me  anywhere — I  don't  care  where  I  sleep, 
and  if  I  find  you  stand  on  ceremony  with  me 
Lady  Linton  I  shall  be  obliged  to  take  wing 
myself.  Now  do  give  him  my  room  and  put 
me  in  some  of  the  turrets.  Ghosts  don't  like 
me,  so  put  me  where  you  please,  only  don't 
trn^n  away  that  charming  EUerley.  It  is  a 
personal  injury,  for  no  one  amuses  me  as  he 
does." 

"I  am  sure,"  said  Lady  Eosa,  languidly, 
^^that  feeling  is  very  mutual.  I  was  won- 
dering all  yesterday  what  you  two  could  pos- 
sibly find  to  laugh  at." 

"  La,  my  dear !  everything !  everybody  ! 
did  you  ever  see  such  toilettes  ? " 

"The  best  dressed  girl  there,  with  the 
exception  of  our  own  party,  of  course,"  said 
Lord  Linton,  "was  the  rector's  daughter. 
If  Miss  Burgess  were  well  introduced  she 
would   be  the  belle  of  any  society." 
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"  Do  you  think  so  ?"  cried  Miss  Joddrell ; 
"now  I  don't  like  that  extreme  placidity, 
and  she  is  so  very  dark — a  brunette — almost 
Italian." 

"  But  such  rich  colouring/'  said  Lord  Lisle, 
who  had  till  now  only  listened,  but  never  lost 
an  opportunity  of  giving  a  cut  at  Miss  Jod- 
drell's  pale  transparent  complexion;  "  Cuthbert 
told  me  some  time  ago  she  would  be  a 
beauty." 

"  By-the-bye  where  is  Mr.  Cuthbert?"  ex- 
claimed Miss  Joddrell,  seizing  the  loop-hole 
to  turn  off  the  conversation  ;  "I  have  not  seen 
him  the  whole  day." 

"  Gone  to  Worthington  for  a  few  days," 
replied  Lord  Linton,  finding  no  one  else 
answered ;  and  as  he  said  so.  Lady  Kosa,  who 
had  flushed  at  the  question,  turned  deadly  pale 
at  the  reply. 

"  I  think  he  is  after  la  hellissima  Brenda," 
laughed  Miss  Joddrell. 


THE   ONLY    CHILD.  81 

"Not  he,"  said  Lord  Lisle,  "not  whilst 
EUerley  keeps  such  good  guard." 

"Ellerley!"  she  exclaimed,  indignantly; 
"  you  don't  suppose  Lord  Ellerley  would  ever 
look  at  his  tutor's  daughter." 

"  I  have  seen  him  do  so  fifty  times,"  said 
Lord  Lisle,  coolly. 

"  Well,  but  you  know  what  I  mean — ^not  in 
the  way  ?/6>z^  mean." 

"What  way  is  that?" 

"  Why,  to  think  of  her." 

"He  does  often  think  of  her." 

"  How  provoking  you  are !  I  mean 
not  to  think  seriously !  —  matrimoni- 
aUy!" 

"Miss  Joddrell,  I  should  be  very  grieved 
to  say  anything  to  wound  your  feel- 
ings— " 

"Wound  my  feelings,  my  lord! — don't 
flatter  yourself,  I  am  not  quite  so  absui'd  as 
all  that." 
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^^  Well  then,  I  should  deeply  regret  making 
any  assertion  likely  to  vex,  annoy,  or  irritate 
you— '^ 

'^  Lord  Lisle,  I  am  not  an  irritable  per- 
son—" 

"  At  the  same  time,  I  must  give  it  as 
my  candid  opinion  that  I  have  heard  of 
many  matches  much  more  improbable 
than  the  marriage  of  Ellerley  and  Miss 
Burgess." 

Lady  Linton  thought  the  joke  had  gone  far 
enough  ;  Miss  Joddrell  was  all  in  a  flame,  so 
she  suddenly  rose  from  the  table,  and  in  the 
drawing-room  the  young  lady  again  attacked 
her  hostess. 

Though  Lady  Linton  would  much  have  pre- 
ferred Miss  Joddrell's  vacating  altogether  in 
favour  of  Lord  Ellerley,  still  as  she  seemed 
quite  determined  not  to  do  that,  the  next  best 
move  was  to  secure  the  presence  of  the  young 
earl  by  accepting  her  offer,   so,    after   much 
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polite  reluctance,  it  was  decided  that  the 
heiress  should  ascend  into  higher  regions,  and 
that  a  man  and  horse  should  be  despatched 
to  Ellerley  Castle,  in  order  that  liis  lordship 
should  learn  as  soon  as  possible  that,  as  usual, 
Linton  was  ready,  with  open  arms,  to  welcome 
him. 

When  this  note  arrived,  Ellerley  was  still 
in  a  state  of  unnatural  excitement.  From  the 
moment  that  Brenda^s  letter  had  arrived  he 
had  known  no  rest.  He  could  neither  sleep 
nor  eat,  and  he  seemed  to  be  all  at  once  in- 
capable of  transacting  the  immense  accumula- 
tion of  business  which  met  him  on  every 
side. 

His  whole  soul  was  full  of  Brenda's  letter. 
He  had  it  by  heart.  He  thought  over  it — 
talked  to  himself  of  it — quoted  it  like  a  person 
in  a  dream.  In  fact  his  very  mind  seemed 
unhinged  all  in  a  moment  by  the  heavy 
shock  which  had  so  suddenly  befallen  him. 

g2 
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Alarmed  at  his  state,  the  duke  soon  saw 
the  wisdom  of  the  rector's  suggestion — ^let  him 
seek  perfect  change  of  scene  and  society  at 
Linton — and  he  did  not  delay  urging  his 
grandson  to  follow  the  good  advice.  Strange 
to  say,  where  the  duke  expected  opposition, 
he  met  a  ready  acquiescence.  Ellerley  was 
ready  and  willing  to  fly  anywhere — ^he  fled  to 
Linton  as  the  nearest  approach  to  flying  from 
himself. 

Disappointed,  disheartened,  and  disgusted, 
he  was  now  glad  to  rush  amongst  worldlings 
whose  whole  lives  were  spent  in  shutting  out 
everything  distasteful,  and  making  happiness 
their  pursuit.  As  for  happiness  for  himself, 
that  he  felt  was  over  for  him,  for  ever.  But 
he  sought  distraction,  amusement,  forgetful- 
ness,  and  if  those  blessed  attributes  could 
be  found  any  where,  it  would  be  at 
Linton. 

So  thither,  in  the  first  blush  of  his  wretched- 
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ness  and  his  wrath — for  he  felt  himself  cruelly 
wronged — thither  did  he  repair,  and  the 
warmth  with  which  he  was  welcomed  made 
him  feel,  perhaps  only  still  more  acutely, 
the  pangs  of  the  injured  and  the  broken- 
hearted. 

He  had  not  been  many  hours  in  that  festive 
house,  before  all  those  who  knew  him  well,  saw 
that  there  was  something  very  strange  and  very 
wrong  about  him.  No  one,  however,  ventured 
to  seek  his  confidence,  not  even  his  friend  Lord 
Lisle,  and  the  Linton  family  had  too  much 
delicacy  to  run  the  risk  of  making  his  visit  to 
them  unpleasant,  but  both  Lord  and  Lady 
Linton  suspected  that  there  had  been  some 
disagreement  between  the  young  earl  and  his 
grandfather,  and  the  former  even  bethought 
himself  of  riding  over  to  EUerley  Castle,  to 
sound  the  ground. 

News,  however,  in  the  country,  generally 
flies  pretty  fast,  though  the  different  editions 
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through  which  a  story  goes  vary  considerably 
as  they  are  reported. 

Lord  Linton's  valet  happened  to  have  to 
transact  some  business  for  his  master  at 
Worthington,  and  calling  at  the  Bank  to  have 
a  cheque  cashed,  was  told  as  a  profound 
secret,  the  wondrous  tale  that  had  most 
mysteriously  crept  out  of  the  Eectory  walls. 

And  how  had  it  crept  out?  Who  could 
have  betrayed  what  the  rector  would  have  so 
religiously  and  jealously  guarded?  Not  any 
of  his  own  long-tried  faithful  domestics,  for 
he  had  but  three  in  his  reduced  establishment, 
and  they  were  all  proof  against  village  gos- 
sipping.  No,  but  poor  Mr.  Marsh,  the  doctor, 
who  had  been  called  in  the  moment  Dr.  Bur- 
gess was  taken  ill,  and  who,  with  Mr.  Cuthbert, 
had  been  present  whilst  the  rector  raved  in 
the  delirium  of  the  attack,  poor  Mr.  Marsh, 
who  never  could  keep  a  secret  in  his  life,  and 
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besides  did  not  know  it  was  a  secret,  and 
furthermore  thought  it,  if  true,  an  immense 
feather  in  the  caps  of  both  father  and  daugh- 
ter— he  whispered  the  tale  to  Mrs.  Marsh,  who 
told  it  to  Mrs.  Grey,  who  declared  she  had 
foreseen  it  for  years  and  years,  and  conse- 
sequently  told  it  to  everybody  in  justice  to 
herself 

Lord  Linton's  valet  carried  it  to  his 
master's  toilet-table,  and  his  lordship  ex- 
claimed, "By  Jove!"  in  a  tone  which 
proved  that  far  from  disbelieving  the  re- 
port, it  was  merely  a  confirmation  of  what 
he  had  all  along  suspected  himself 

He  told  Lady  Linton.  Lady  Linton 
asked  Lady  Rosa  if  she  could  possibly  believe 
it  to  be  true. 

"  Had  it  been  any  other  man  in  the  world 
but  Dr.  Burgess,"  said  Lady  Eosa,  "  I  should 
have  said   I    do  not   believe   human   nature 
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capable  of  such  an  act  of  magnificent  self- 
sacrifice  !  but  I  have  heard  so  much  of  his 
extraordinary  conscientiousness — " 

^'  And  Yalleton  says  Bayley  the  banker  told 
him  that  he  heard  that  the  rector  stood  by  the 
girFs  side  for  two  hours  before  he  could  get 
her  to  write  the  letter,  and  held  her  hand  for 
her  to  trace  her  signature  because  she  was  in 
a  fainting  state,  and  either  could  not  or  would 
not  doit!'' 

"  I  believe  it,"  said  Lady  Eosa,  after  a  few 
minutes'  thought,  '^  yes,  I  believe  it,  for  now  I 
recollect  on  the  day  of  the  fite  seeing  and  re- 
marking their  conduct  to  each  other — a 
peculiar  something — she  was  different  in  her 
manner  to  him  compared  to  what  she  was  to 
others — " 

^^  If  it  is  true,"  said  Lord  Linton,  coming 
in,  ^'  it  is  the  most  noble  act  of  conscientious 
feeling  I  ever  heard  of ! — and  in  his  impover- 
ished state  too,  to  say  nothing  of  his  declining 
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health.  By-the-bye,  Yalleton  says  there  was 
a  rumour  that  he  was  dangerously  ill,  only  the 
greater  piece  of  news  seemed  to  swallow  up 
the  lesser,  otherwise  he  might  as  well  have 
called  to  inquire." 

That  evening  Lady  Eosa  could  not  resist 
telling  Miss  Joddi'ell,  as  a  profound  secret,  all 
about  it,  and  the  latter  clasped  her  hands  with 
a  sudden  gesture,  betokening  some  strong  in- 
ward emotion,  to  which  she  was  too  cautious 
to  give  utterance.  Had  she  done  so,  her 
thoughts  would  possibly  have  been  embodied 
in  some  such  words  as  these  :  ''  Many  a  heart 
caught  in  the  rebound  ! " 

Certain  it  was  that  her  manner  that  evening 
towards  Lord  Ellerley  entirely  changed.  In- 
stead of  the  rattling,  gay,  overpowering 
spirits  she  usually  entertained  him  with,  she 
was  gentle,  almost  affectionate,  listening 
more  than  talking,  and  when  she  did  talk, 
only  conversing  with  him  on  those  subjects  to 
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which  he  had  himself  led.  In  short,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  EUerley  found  her  delight- 
ful. He  fancied  he  had  never  hit  upon  her 
particular  themes  of  conversation  before.  He 
had  no  idea  she  could  talk  of  farming,  and 
tenantry,  and  land  and  rents — but  he  found 
she  was  deeply  read  in  all  these  branches,  and 
knew  as  well  how  to  manage  her  own  estates 
as  her  agent  himself. 

That  evening  EUerley  became  more  like 
himself.  Half  the  incubus  was  shaken  off. 
Her  unobtrusive  attentions,  her  delicate 
flattery,  all  told  upon  him,  and  for  several 
minutes  in  the  course  of  that  evening,  Brenda, 
though  not  forgotten,  was  recollected  with 
bitterness  and  resentment,  whereas  till  then 
he  had  only  thought  of  her  with  a  sort  of  re- 
proachful tenderness. 

The  day  after  this  news  transpired.  Lord 
Linton  quietly  mounted  his  horse,  and  without 
saying  anything  to  anybody,  secretly  set  out 
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for  Ellerlej  Castle,  determined  to  see  if  the 
duke  knew  of  this  startling  refusal,  and  if  his 
grace  were  in  a  humour  to  be  communicative. 
He  would  then  ride  home  by  Worthington,  and 
inquire  after  the  rector,  since  the  prolonged 
absence  and  silence  of  Mr.  Cuthbert  convinced 
Lord  Linton  something  must  be  going  wrong 
there  as  well. 

His  visit  to  Ellerley  Castle  was  entirely 
satisfactory.  The  duke  was  glad  to  see  him 
— had  been  wishing  to  do  so — but  feared  to 
write,  lest  Ellerley  should  hear  of  it,  and  sus- 
pect he  was  the  subject  of  the  correspond- 
ence. 

As  for  the  proposal  and  the  refusal,  both 
were  true. 

'^  And  all  I  can  say  is,"  added  the  venerable 
peer,  ^^  that  I  thought  nothing  could  ever 
raise  Dr.  Burgess  in  my  estimation  ;  but  this 
act  of  his  has  shown  me  that  in  selecting 
him  as  the  guardian  of  my  grandson,  my  late 
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beloved  son  must  have  been  guided  by  heaven 
itself.  It  has  been  the  deed  of  one  man  in  a 
thousand,  and  though  I  admire  Miss  Burgess 
exceedingly,  I  cannot  say  but  what  I  feel  her 
father  has  done  perfectly  right — ^he  has  acted 
like  a  man  of  honour,  to  the  utter  destruction 
of  his  own  interests.  Some  day  Ellerley  will 
see  things  as  I  see  them,  and  say  so  too. 
Just  at  present  we  cannot  expect  it  of  him. 

From  Ellerley,  Lord  Linton  rode  on  to 
Worthington.  Before  he  had  time  to  dis- 
mount Mr.  Cuthbert  was  at  the  gate. 

"My  lord,"  were  his  first  words,  "were 
it  not  that  I  feel  sure  of  your  lordship's 
forgiveness  and  consideration  when  I  explain 
the  circumstances,  I  should  be  half  afraid  to 
see  you." 

He  then  briefly  explained  how  that  since 
the  hour  of  the  rector's  attack,  every  breath 
he  had  drawn  had  been  supposed  to  be  his 
last. 
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^^  To-day,  however, "  continued  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert,  ^Hliere  is  a  change  for  the  better. 
The  duke  has  been  all  kindness.  He  sent  for 
his  own  physician  from  town,  who  visits  Dr. 
Burgess  twice  a-day,  being  on  a  visit  at 
Ellerley,  and  his  opinion  is  that  there  are  great 
hopes  for  the  rector's  life,  but  none  for  his 
mind.  I  have  not  ventured  as  yet  to  break 
this  mtelligence  to  his  daughter." 

Lord  Linton  was  exceedingly  shocked. 

"  That  fine  mind  !  that  powerful,  energetic, 
ever- active  mind  ! " 

^^Yes,"  said  Mr.  Cuthbert,  sadly,  "the 
sword  has  worn  out  the  scabbard.  But  to 
resume  what  I  was  going  to  say — I  hope  to 
return  to  Linton  in  the  course  of  to-morrow, 
if  your  lordship  would  kindly  spare  me  till 
then." 

"I  fear  I  shall  have  to  spare  you  alto- 
gether before  long,"  said  Lord  Linton, 
smiling. 
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The  remark  met  no  answering  smile.  Mr. 
Cuthbert's  habitual  expression  was  sad,  and 
now  every  feature  seemed  stamped  with  the 
deepest  melancholy,  attributed  by  his  patron 
to  the  critical  state  of  his  friend  the  rector. 

''  Yes,"  was  his  answer,  ^'  this  catastrophe 
appears  to  have  rendered  my  return  to  Wor- 
thington  a  positive  necessity,  and  the  worst  is, 
poor  Dr.  Burgess  may  probably  —nay,  must, 
by  his  illness,  lose  the  duke's  chaplaincy 
too." 

"  He  will  not  be  able  to  ftiM  the  duties," 
returned  Lord  Linton,  ^^but  I  have  just  left 
Ellerley  Castle,  and  the  duke  himself  told  me 
he  should  always  consider  him  as  his  chaplain, 
and  the  salary  would  be  his  accordingly." 

Mr.  Cuthbert's  eyes  brightened.  He,  bet- 
ter than  anyone,  knew  the  ^^  nakedness  of  the 
land  "  at  the  Rectory,  and  this  generosity  on 
the  part  of  the  Duke  of  Arran  would  smooth 
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the  thorny  path,  which,  in  his  declining  years, 
the  sinking  rector  would  otherwise  have  had 
to  tread. 

After  learning  all  he  could,  though  still 
seated  on  his  horse,  for  Mr.  Cuthbert  evidently 
could  not  ask  him  in,  Lord  Linton  rode  slowly 
home,  and  not  until  they  were  all  seated  at 
dinner  that  evening  did  he  impart  to  his 
guests  that  he  had  been  over  to  Worthing- 
ton.  Even  then  he  had  his  reservations.  He 
said  nothing  at  all  about  Ellerley  Castle,  and 
his  visit  to  the  duke. 

Ellerley  was  in  the  midst  of  one  of  his  usual 
animated  flirtations  with  Miss  Joddrell,  when 
the  news  of  the  illness  of  Dr.  Burgess  fell  on 
his  ear.  He  looked  hastily  towards  Lord 
Linton,  and  turned  very  pale. 

"Dangerously  ill,  did  you  say,  my  lord?  " 
he  asked,  abruptly. 

"  Till  to-day,  dangerously,  but  to-day  there 
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is  hope — ^hope  of  his  life,  but  little  of  his  mind 
— so  Cuthbert  tells  me,  who,  by-the-bye,  comes 
back  to-morrow." 

A  few  seconds  pause,  and  then  all  went  on 
as  usual.  The  conversation  again  became 
general,  and  Ellerley  was,  if  possible,  more 
animated  than  ever. 

^^  Very  well  acted,"  said  Lady  Rosa,  as  the 
ladies  assembled  in  the  drawing-room,  ''  but 
glaringly  overdone — unnaturally  cheerful,  con- 
sidering that  Dr.  Burgess  has  been  a  father  to 
him  for  the  last  thirteen  years ;  and  if  he  does 
not  fly  to  Worthington  in  spite  of  refusals 
the  first  thing  to-morrow  morning,  I  shall 
lose  all  my  opinion  of  him,  and  pronounce 
him  the  most  heartless  and  ungrateful  being 
in  existence." 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

In  the  solitude  of  his  room  that  night 
Lord  EUerley  saw  and  decided  what  his  next 
step  must  be.  He  must  leave  Linton  imme- 
diately. He  could  not  stay  there,  and 
encounter  Mr.  Cuthbert,  and  both  Ellerley 
Castle  and  Worthington  Eectory  were  equally 
unavailable  for  him  at  the  present  moment. 
He  must  therefore  go  up  to  town — to  the 
wide  obscurity  of  the  great  wilderness — and 
everyone  at  Linton  must  suppose  he  was  gone 
to  Worthington — ^in  fact  that  was  the  natural 
inference  that  would  be  drawn,  for  the  guests 
and  inmates  of  Linton  were  always  too  much 
occupied  with  their  own  gaieties  to  be  inquisi- 
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tive  about  the  movements  of  those  who  were 
leaving  their  circle. 

Lord  Ellerley  resolved  therefore  that  the 
first  thing  next  morning  he  would  announce 
to  Lady  Linton  that  he  was  unexpectedly 
called  away,  and  he  would  then  fly  to  town, 
and  see  what  its  various  charms  would  do  for 
his  case — he  was  in  fact  trying  to  fly  from 
himself  though  he  did  not  know  it. 

Sleep  and  rest  that  night  were  strangers  to 
the  eyelids  of  Lord  Ellerley.  No  sooner  did 
the  reddening  sky  light  up  his  room  than  he 
rose,  dressed,  and  quietly  and  noiselessly  left 
the  house  to  pass  the  weary  hours  till  break- 
fast time  amongst  the  woods,  lanes  and  fields. 

tie  saw  the  early  lark  rise  on  its  buoyant 
pinions.  He  met  the  first  labourers,  coming 
cheerily  along  to  their  work.  He  wandered 
about  till  all  the  farms  on  Linton  were  alive 
again  with  nature  waking  up — noisy  with 
animal  life  and  spirits.     The  haze,  denoting 
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the  approach  of  a  sultry  summer's  day, 
cleared  oiF,  and  Ellerley's  depression  seemed 
to  have  followed  its  example,  by  the  time  that 
the  shutters  of  the  many  windows  of  Linton 
began  one  by  one  to  unclose. 

At  last  Linton  clock  struck  eight,  and  he 
retraced  his  steps  to  the  house.  He  found  no 
one  stirring  but  the  gardener,  who  was  busy 
in  the  conservatory,  cutting  the  daily  flowers 
for  Lady  Linton's  drawing-room  table. 

Here  was  a  congenial  spirit.  A  solitary 
man,  who  would  neither  look  at  him  with 
curiosity,  nor  ever  guess  what  ailed  him. 
Consequently  at  the  present  moment  he  was 
the  man  after  his  own  heart,  and  he  would  go 
and  have  a  chat  with  him  about  tea-roses  and 
passion-flowers  and  other  innocent  subjects, 
and  forget  for  a  moment  if  possible  his  many 
griefs  and  worries. 

As  he  conversed  however.  Lord  EUerley 
suddenly  became  aware  of  a  third  person  in 
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the  conservatory,  for  he  saw  a  white  dress 
fluttering  through  the  orange  trees,  and 
imagining  that  it  might  be  Lady  Linton,  he 
made  a  rush  to  seize  the  favourable  moment. 

Instead  of  Lady  Linton,  he  came  face  to 
face  with  Miss  Joddrell,  in  beautifid  confusion 
at  being  discovered  in  the  prettiest  oi peignoirs , 
a  cloud  of  white  muslin  and  pink  ribbons,  and 
her  hands  full  of  rose-leaves. 

"  Collecting  for  pot-pourri,^^  she  exclaimed. 
''  Who  would  have  given  your  lordship  credit 
for  being  such  an  early  riser  ?  " 

"  I  might  say  the  same,"  said  Lord  Ellerley. 

"'  Then  you  would  do  me  great  injustice," 
she  retorted ;  ^^ask  the  gardeners  if  I  am  not 
always  as  early  as  themselves,  gathering  hints 
for  my  private  edification.  I  assure  you  at 
home,  I  am  at  work  in  my  conservatories 
before  any  one.  I  keep  all  the  keys  myself. 
You  do  not  know  how  vulgarly  active  I  am  in 
my  own  precincts." 
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"A  happy  faculty,"  said  Lord  Ellerley, 
half  sadly;  "  I  wish  I  could  learn  to  take  such 
a  lively  interest  in  things.  But  are  you 
alone  ?  was  not  Lady  Linton  here  just  now  ?" 

^^Oh  dear  no.  You  will  not  see  her  for 
two  hours  yet.     Can  I  take  any  message  ?  " 

''  I  merely  wished  to  say  a  few  words — " 

"  I  will  deliver  them." 

"Or  if  you  would  kindly  tell  me  where  I 
am  most  likely  to  find  her  in  the  course  of  the 
morning?" 

"  This  morning,  as  it  happens,  she  will  be 
in  the  library  early.  We  are  arranging  some 
new  arrivals  of  books." 

Lord  Ellerley  did  not  mind  the  word  "we." 
His  communication  was  not  intended  to  be 
private  or  confidental.  The  guests  would 
know  by  luncheon  that  he  was  gone,  and 
though  he  would  pay  Lady  Linton  the 
compliment  of  letting  her  be  the  first  to  know 
of  his  intentions,  it  mattered  but  little  whether 
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they  had  listeners  to  the  revelation,  or  no. 
All  he  wished  was,  to  get  away,  and  that, 
before  Mr.  Cuthbert's  return. 

After  breakfast,  therefore,  he  repaired  to 
the  library,  but  instead  of  finding  Lady  Lin- 
ton there,  the  first  object  he  beheld  was  Miss 
Joddrell,  perched  at  the  very  top  of  the 
ladder,  and  humourously  bewailing  her  po- 
sition. 

"  Lady  Linton  will  return  in  a  moment," 
said  she,  ^^  so  I  have  not  deceived  you,  but 
I  am  most  ludicrously  placed.  By  her  as- 
sistance, I  attained  this  perilous  height,  and 
the  ladder  being  ricketty  I  am  compelled 
to  sit  here  without  stirring  hand  or  foot,  till 
she  comes  to  my  rescue.  I  am  furious, 
to  think,  that  this  is  the  second  time  to-day 
in  which  you  have  discovered  me  under  very 
unfavorable  circumstances ! " 

^^  I  cannot  call  my  first  sight  of  you  to-day 
unfavorable,"  laughed    Lord   Ellerley,    "  and 
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this  second  position  is  by  no  means  unbe- 
coming. I  see  the  prettiest  pink  kid  slipper 
that  ever  graced  a  lady's  foot." 

^^If  your  lordship  pays  me  compliments," 
was  her  reply,  "  I  shall  tip  over  the  ladder, 
and  descend  to  earth  without  assistance,  to 
the  imminent  danger  of  my  limbs." 

"  But  do  you  wish  to  come  down  ?  "  asked 
Lord  EUerley,  seriously ;  "  have  I  been  so 
thoughtless  as  to  hold  you  in  conversation 
when  you  are  in  a  frightful  state  of  alarm  ? 
Pray  forgive  me — do  let  me  offer  you  my 
hand." 

And  he  stretched  it  out,  and  placed  his 
foot  on  the  ladder  to  steady  it.  Miss  Jod- 
drell's  eyes  flashed  fire — she  pretended  to 
extend  her  own  hand — then  pretended  to 
withdraw  it — 

"Offer  me  your  hand?"  said  she,  coyly; 
"do  you  mean  for  a  moment? — or  for 
life?" 
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The  bold  stroke  was  made.  The  words 
she  had  long  meditated  were  spoken.  Lord 
EUerley  was  entrapped  unawares,  and  with- 
out hesitation  he  replied  in  a  tone  as  ready- 
as  she  could  desire : 

^^For  life,  if  you  deemed  such  a  gift 
worthy  your  acceptance !  " 

She  sprang  to  the  ground.  Both  of  them 
forgot  that  a  few  minutes  before  she  had  been 
unable  to  move  a  step  without  assistance. 

"  Indeed  I  do !  "  she  cried,  in  her  joyous, 
hearty  way,  ^'  and  moreover  I  like  such  a 
present  extremely.  Seal  the  treaty,"  she 
added,  laughingly  extending  her  really  beau- 
tiful hand,  which  EUerley  on  the  inspiration 
of  the  moment  seized  and  raised  to  his  lips ; 
^^and  now,  come  this  way  a  moment." 

She  still  held  his  hand — she  led  him  to 
the  folding  doors  which  opened  into  Lady 
Lmton's  boudoir.  There  sat  her  ladyship, 
as  though  she   had  been  in  her  chau'  there, 
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and  had  had  no  intention  of  leaving  it,  the 
whole  morning.  Miss  Joddi'ell  advanced 
radiantly. 

"  Congratulate  me,  dear  Lady  Linton," 
she  exclaimed,  throwing  her  arms  round  her 
neck,  "  congratulate  me,  for  I  am  engaged 
to  Lord  EUerley!" 

Perhaps  it  would  be  too  unfair  to  say 
that  Lady  Linton's  sui'prise  equalled  Lord 
Ellerley's,  but  certain  it  is,  that  the  one  was 
very  little  less  astonished  at  what  had  oc- 
curred than  the  other.  It  had  all  been 
so  sudden  that  he  could  not  reahze  it — he 
stood  as  if  in  a  dream — and  there  was  Lady 
Linton  shaking  both  his  hands  and  wishing 
him  joy ! 

Ten  minutes  before,  if  you  had  told  Lord 
EUerley  that  he  was  going  to  propose  to  Miss 
Joddrell,  or  that  in  ten  minutes  more  he 
would  be  engaged  to  her,  no  power  on  earth 
would  have  made  him  believe  it. 
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As  it  was,  impelled  by  some  irresistible 
destiny,  he  felt  that  his  fate  had  pursued, 
and  even  hunted  him  down ! 

'^  And  after  all,"  thought  he  to  himself, 
with  the  recklessness  of  despair,  "  what 
matters  it?  how  can  I  be  more  wretched 
than  I  am?  Better  try  and  make  one 
human  being  love  me,  than  devour  my  grief 
alone  r^ 

And  the  heart  of  Lord  Ellerley  was 
thus  caught  —  like  many  another  —  in  the 
rebound ! 
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CHAPTEE  YIL 

The  winter  succeeding  this  eventful  sum- 
mer found  the  sheltered  viUage  of  E — ,  on  the 
coast  of  Devonshire,  crowded  with  visitors, 
chiefly  invahds,  and  amongst  the  few  that  at- 
tracted any  attention,  were  an  old  gentleman 
and  his  daughter — he  always  in  a  drawn  chair, 
and  she  invariably  by  his  side,  every  eye 
turning  to  follow  her  as  she  passed,  struck  by 
her  singular  beauty. 

In  this  retirement  Dr.  Burgess  and  Brenda 
had  now  spent  several  months.  The  air  suited 
his  bodily  health,  and  the  inexpensive  nature 
of  the  spot  suited  their  finances.  As  for  his 
mind,  it  was  a  perfect  wreck,  but  apparently 
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happy  and  contented  to  be  utterly  helpless ; 
his  circumstances  fortunately  gave  him  now  no 
care  nor  uneasiness. 

It  was  on  Brenda  that  all  the  anxiety,  all 
the  trouble,  thought,  and  fatigue  of  his  state 
fell.  She  it  was  who  had  wound  up  all  theu' 
affairs  at  Worthington,  and  left,  with  a 
bleeding,  broken  heart,  the  home  of  her 
whole  life.  The  bitterness  of  that  departure 
had  been  spared  the  rector.  He  smiled  just 
as  happily  on  passing  tln^ough  the  gates  and 
down  the  village  for  the  last  time,  as  he 
did  when  Brenda  had  him  drawn  down  to 
the  beach  at  E — ,  and  pointed  out  to  his 
notice  the  different  objects  which  surrounded 
and  were  likely  to  amuse  him. 

They  had  taken  a  cottage  for  the  winter, 
and  their  establishment  consisted  of  three 
servants — the  servant  of  the  house  and  the 
lad  who  still  waited  on  Dr.  Burgess,  and 
clung  faithfully  to  him.     The  third  was  old 
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Maitland,  who,  though  almost  useless,  pos- 
sessed her  own  little  private  fortune,  and 
asked  as  a  favour  to  be  allowed  to  remain 
under  the  roof  that  had  sheltered  her  for  so 
many  years. 

They  knew  no  one  at  E — ,  except  the 
doctor,  and  once  Mr.  Cuthbert  had  under- 
taken the  journey,  ostensibly  to  satisfy  him- 
self as  to  the  poor  rector's  state,  but  in 
reality  to  see  if  he  could  be  of  any  use  to 
Brenda,  any  assistance,  or  any  comfort,  and 
her  greeting  was  always  both  grateful  and 
cordial. 

Yet  the  terms  on  which  they  stood  were 
very  strange.  Never  from  that  fatal  day 
when  he  had  come  over  to  the  Eectory 
solely  to  petition  Dr.  Burgess  for  the  hand 
of  Brenda,  and  when  he  learnt  the  circum- 
stances of  her  deep  attachment  and  compul- 
sory rejection  of  Lord  EUerley,  had  he 
breathed  one  word  on  the  subject.      He  in- 
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tended  to  seal  his  lips  on  it  for  ever.  He 
saw  that  the  attachment  was  indeed  deep — 
he  saw  it  in  her  saddened  countenance,  her 
dejected  manner,  her  altered,  broken  spirits, 
and  even  when  the  report  of  Lord  Ellerley's 
engagement  to  Miss  Joddrell  reached  Wor- 
thington,  and  the  news  of  his  approaching 
most  hasty  marriage  spread  like  wild-fire 
over  the  town,  he  still  determined  to  steel  his 
heart  against  her  fascinations,  and  not  attempt 
to  take  advantage  of  his  position,  by  asking 
her  for  the  love  which  he  knew  she  had  so 
fully  bestowed  on  another. 

He  could  not  even  bring  himself  to  tell 
her  of  the  marriage.  He  told  Maitland,  and 
with  sobs  and  tears  the  old  nurse  declared 
she  could  not  take  upon  herself  to  break  the 
intelligence. 

"  Poor  darling,"  was  her  ejaculation,  "  she 
has  quite  enough  to  bear,  without  my  filling 
up  her  cup  with  such  a  bitter  drop  as  that, 
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though  sure  enough  she  knows  him  too  well  to 
believe  his  heart's  in  this  match.  But  still  I 
can't  tell  her  of  it,  sir." 

So  Mr.  Cutiibert  went  back  to  Worthington, 
blaming  himself  for  his  moral  cowardice,  and 
thinking  to  himself  when  quietly  at  home 
that  as  she  must  know  it  some  day,  how 
much  more  gently  it  might  have  come  from 
him  than  from  any  other  source. 

And  he  knew  too  the  souixe  from  which 
it  would  most  likely  come.  About  six  miles 
from  E — ,  Sir  Elliott  Spence  had  a  very  fine 
place,  and  since  the  arrival  of  Brenda  and  her 
father  at  E — ,  he  had  shown  them  great  and 
repeated  acts  of  kindness,  for  which  Brenda 
was  duly  grateful,  inasmuch  as  the  farms, 
dairy,  and  hot-houses  of  the  Holme  provided 
her  father  with  luxuries  and  delicacies,  lavishlv 
bestowed,  which  he  would  otherwise  have  been 
totally  unable  to  procure. 

But  Sir  Elliott  himself  they  never  saw.    He 
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was,  or  called  himself,  a  confirmed  invalid. 
He  lived  by  rule,  weighing  every  atom  of  his 
food  with  his  own  hands,  and  insisted  on  re- 
taining, attached  to  his  establishment,  a  young 
physician  to  whom  he  had  taken  a  great  fancy 
during  an  illness  at  Eome,  when  Dr.  Carey 
had  attended  him  with  the  most  successful 
skill. 

It  was  Dr.  Carey  who  was  the  frequent 
visitor  at  Dr.  Burgess's,  generally  accompanied 
by  the  two  young  Spence's,  who,  from  having 
always  been  the  most  objectionable  of  boys, 
were  now  grown  up  into  what  Brenda  con- 
sidered the  most  objectionable  of  young 
men. 

They  both  entertained  for  her  a  profound 
admiration,  which  neither  attempted  to 
conceal,  any  more  than  they  did  their  vehe- 
ment jealousy  of  each  other.  They  made  it 
the  study  of  their  lives  to  find  out  what 
her    father     most     liked    or    requu^ed,   and 
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whoever  could  ride  over  to  E —  with  it 
first,  gained  thereby  an  immense  triumph 
over  his  brother,  and  loudly  exulted  in 
it. 

Though  her  father  benefitted  by  this  con- 
stant warfare  of  civilities,  still  it  was  a  great 
annoyance  to  Brenda.  She  saw  clearly  enough 
that  it  was  done  for  her  sake,  and  disliking 
them  both  equally,  she  very  often  had  to  fly 
for  refuge  to  Dr.  Carey,  who  would  laughingly 
condole  with  her,  and  shelter  her  from 
their  assiduities  to  the  best  of  his  abili- 
ties. 

But  it  was  difiicult.  It  was  such  a  good 
excuse  for  either  of  the  young  men  to  say 
they  were  going  over  to  E —  to  bathe,  that  very 
often  this  plausible  reason  for  their  appear- 
ance prevented  Brenda's  giving  them  the 
cold  shoulder  which  she  would  have  offered 
had  they  besieged  her  cottage  without  a 
plea. 

VOL.    II.  I 
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Dr.  Carey  was  delightful.  Brenda  fled 
to  him  as  to  a  haven  of  refuge,  and  he  always 
had  balm  ready  for  her  irritated  temper.  He 
understood  her  father  too,  and  had  prescribed 
many  remedies  for  him  as  a  friend  which  had 
done  him  considerable  good.  As  a  companion 
too,  that  young,  inexperienced,  country-bred 
girl  had  met  nothing  like  him.  He  was  so 
accomplished,  so  well-read,  so  travelled,  and 
so  eloquent  when  speaking  of  all  he  had  seen 
and  knew,  that  as  he  sat  in  the  long  winter 
evenings  by  her  father's  side  and  talked  the 
old  man  to  sleep,  Brenda  all  attention,  would 
drink  in,  delightedly,  the  fund  of  information 
so  pleasantly  conveyed,  and  only  looked  for- 
ward with  dread  and  regret  to  the  time 
when  the  restless  spirit  of  Dr.  Carey  would 
rise  superior  to  the  life  he  led,  and  soar  to 
a  wider  field  of  usefulness  and  duty. 

At  last  the  young  Spences  became  jealous. 
They  found  that  although  they  made  no  way  with 
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the  beautiful  young  girl  themselves,  Dr.  Carey- 
was  a  favoui'ed  guest  at  any  and  all  hours. 

Yet  Dr.  Carey  took  no  melons,  no  grapes, 
no  cream-cheeses,  no  game.  How  was 
it? 

Of  the  two  brothers,  the  most  intolerable 
to  Brenda  was  the  eldest.  She  tried  in  vain 
to  think  that  he  intended  to  make  himself 
agreeable,  but  when  it  was  his  fate  to  be 
the  first  to  tell  her  of  his  cousin  Ellerley's 
approaching  marriage,  she  took  a  positive 
horror  of  him. 

She  happened  to  be  sitting  on  the  beach  by 
her  father's  chair  the  day  the  unwelcome 
news  was  brought.  Her  large  hat  concealed 
her  face,  but  she  felt  that  she  quivered 
from  head  to  foot,  though  she  kept  saying 
to  herself,  over  and  over  again,  "  I  do  not 
believe  it." 

At  last  young  Spence  paused,  and  seemed 
to  expect  her  to  say  something. 

i2 
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"Is  the  duke  pleased?'^  was  all  she  could 
utter. 

"No — he  is  disgusted — he  is  so  aristocratic 
he  looks  upon  it  as  a  mesalliance,  and  declares 
that  EUerley  has  been  shamefully  taken  in. 
Do  you  think  Dr.  Burgess  would  understand 
if  I  told  him?" 

"But  you  are  not  sure  that  it  is  true," 
said  Brenda,  grasping,  or  rather  feeling, 
for  a  straw  to   save  her  sinking  heart. 

"  I  am  perfectly  sure.  I  didn't  say  there 
was  any  doubt  about  it,"  said  her  tormen- 
tor. 

"  Mr.  Cuthbert  was  here  last  week. 
He  never  mentioned  it,"  she  added. 

"  Perhaps  he  thought  it  might  agitate 
the  doctor,  telling  him  strange  and  sud- 
den  news.       Will  you  tell   him  Miss   Bur- 

Brenda  looked  round  at  her  father's  placid, 
happy  countenance.     She  turned   on  it  her 
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own  wan  face  of  despair ;  gazed  on  him  with 
such  a  glance  of  mute  misery  that  anyone 
but  Mr.  Spence  must  have  observed  it; 
what  a  task  for  her  !  to  tell  him  that  EUerley 
was  going  to  be  married ! 

At  that  moment  Dr.  Carey  joined  them,  and 
seemed  struck  by  the  agonised  expression  of 
Brenda's  face,  but  with  his  usual  tact,  forbore 
to  ask  questions,  thinking  it  better  to  wait  for 
some  voluntary  information. 

He  had  not  to  wait  long. 

"  I  have  been  telling  Miss  Burgess  of  EUer- 
ley's  grand  match,"  said  young  Spence,  "  and 
I  thought  the  doctor  would  like  to  hear  of 
it.  I  thought  perhaps  Miss  Burgess  would 
make  him  understand  better  than  I  could, 
so—" 

^^ Why  tell  him  at  all?"  interrupted  Dr. 
Carey,  hastily,  for  which  speech  he  was  re- 
warded by  a  look  from  Brenda  which  repaid 
him    fifty-fold.       ^^You   know  I   do    not  ap- 
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prove  of  agitating  Dr.  Burgess,  and  any 
sudden  information  can  only  do  that,  with- 
our  leaving  any  good  impression.  Is  it  a 
marriage  likely  to  please  him  very  much?" 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no,"  said  Brenda,  quickly, 
"quite  the  contrary — at  least  I  do 
not  think  he  would  consider  it  good 
enough — " 

"  Then  still  less  would  I  tell  him,"  said 
the  good  angel,  "for  I  begin  to  look  upon 
your  father  now  as  what  I  call,  one  of  my 
revivals,  he  has  rallied  so  wonderfully  the 
last  few  weeks ;  there  is  a  glimmering  of  in- 
telligence during  the  last  few  days,  which  re- 
joices me,  and  I  would  not  for  worlds  have 
him  disturbed  by  any  vmwelcome  news." 

"  Yet,  after  all,"  persisted  Mr.  Spence,  with 
a  pertinacity  which  Brenda  looked  upon  as 
a  determination  to  stab  her  still  more  deeply, 
"you  can  hardly  call  it  a  bad  match. 
The  girl  has  ten   or  fifteen  thousand  a-year." 
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"  So  has  Lord  EUerley,"  said  Dr.  Carey, 
^'  so  it  was  not  money  he  wanted." 

Brenda  sighed  bitterly. 

"He  has  seen  a  great  deal  of  her  at 
Linton/'  pursued  Mr.  Spence,  "  and  now  that 
he  has  lost  Lady  Rosa,  I  suppose  he  fell  back 
on  Miss  Joddrell  for  fear  people  should  say 
he  was  a  disappointed  man.  Did  you  ever 
see  Miss  Joddrell?"  he  asked,  determined 
apparently  to  make  Brenda  speak. 

"  Twice,"  said  she,  laconically. 

At  that  moment  the  younger  brother  came 
up. 

"Are  you  talking  of  Ellerley's  match?"  he 
inquired ;  "  I  don't  mean  to  believe  it  tiU  I  see 
it  in  the  papers." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Brenda,  faintly. 

"You  knew  him  well?"  asked  Dr.  Carey, 
with  a  sort  of  kind,  gentle  hesitation. 

Brenda's  eyes  met  his  for  a  moment.  His 
shrank  from  the  piteous  look,  but  he  had,  even 
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in  that  brief  glance,  read  the  story,  and  she 
had  no  need  to  speak. 

"  The  doctor  was  his  tutor,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Spence,  abruptly  ;  ^^  EUerley  was  left  to 
him  as  a  sort  of  legacy.  That  is  the  reason 
I  thought  it  might  interest  your  father 
to   hear  of  his  marriage,  Miss  Burgess." 

''  If  Dr.  Carey  thinks  better  not,  I  shall 
not   mention  it,"  was  the  low-toned  reply. 

^^As  you  think  best,"  was  Mr.  Spence's 
concluding  observation,  ^'but  as  of  course  you 
will  like  to  hear  all  about  it,  and  we  shall  be 
sure  to  be  invited,  you  may  depend  upon  my 
letting  you  know  the  moment  the  day  is 
fixed." 

Had  it  been  possible  for  the  sun  to  shine 
less  brightly  on  Brenda's  saddened  life  at  one 
time  more  than  another,  it  would  have  been 
on  that  day. 

In  vain  she  poured  her  sorrows  on  Mait- 
land's  sympathising  breast.     In  vain  the  old 
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nurse  and  herself  said  to  each  other  it 
could  not  be  true.  Both  believed  it, 
but  did  not  dare  own  it,  even  to  them- 
selves. 

They  did  not  wonder  that  he  had  not  told 
them — they  never  expected  that.  It  was  not 
likely  he  should  ever  recover  that  letter 
sufficiently  to  hold  any  communication  with 
them  again,  particularly  on  such  a  subject. 

"  But  what  I  do  wonder  at  is,"  said  Brenda, 
tremulously,  ^Hhat  he  never  told  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert!" 

Maitland  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then 
thought  it  better  to  be  open. 

'^  Mr.  Cuthbert  knew  it,"  said  she,  shortly. 

Brenda  looked  astonished. 

^'  Knew  it,  and  never  told  us  ?" 

^^He  told  me,  my  dear,"  said  Maitland, 
quietly. 

"And  you  never  told  me?  oh,  nurse, 
darling !    how  much  better   you  could  have 
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broken   it    to    me   than     that    odious    Mr. 
Spence!" 

"  Dear  child,  Mr.  Spence  did  not  know 
that  there  was  any  need  to  break  it  to 
you  at  all.  How  should  he  know  that  you 
would  care — I  mean  in  that  way  ?  " 

"  True,  very  true !  but  then  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert — how  should  he  ? — I  mean,  does  he 
guess  ? — why  did  he  tell  you,  and  not  me  ?  " 

"  Because  he  knows,  my  dear — he  knows 
everything — and  he  thought  you  would  like 
best  to  hear  it  from  me,  and  I,  foolish  as  it 
was  of  me,  have  been  putting  it  off  from  day 
to  day." 

Brenda  fell  into  a  reverie.  So  Mr.  Cuthbert 
knew  all.  She  had  more  than  suspected  it, 
and  it  was  better  that  he  should.  It  might 
spare  him  much,  for  of  course  he  would  never 
now  think  of  her.  Yet  somehow  it  was  a 
sort  of  sad  pleasure  to  Brenda  to  reflect  that 
such  a  man,  so  good,  so  upright,  so   amiable, 
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and  so  refined,  should  ever  have  turned  his 
thoughts  towards  her.  It  raised  her  in  her 
own  opinion. 

Then  she  wondered  if  she  should  ever  see 
him  again.  An  hundred  miles  separated  them. 
He  was  not  likely  to  pay  them  another  visit 
soon,  yet  somehow  she  longed  to  see  and  talk 
to  him  about  it.  With  Mr.  Spence  she  could 
not,  but  with  Mr.  Cuthbert  she  thought  she 
could. 

Some  time  after  this  Dr.  Carey  came  over 
from  the  Holme  unexpectedly,  bringing  a  large 
basket  of  good  things.  Brenda  was  surprised 
not  to  see  him  accompanied  by  his  unwelcome 
sattelites,  and  fearing  that  they  might  only  be 
in  ambush  and  still  afflict  her  with  their  pres- 
ence, she  asked  after  them. 

"  They  are  gone  from  home  for  a  few  days," 
was  Dr.  Carey's  answer. 

Some  inward  feeling  prompted  Brenda  to 
continue. 
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"  To  EUerley  Castle  ?  "  said  she,  and  the 
reply  was  in  the  affirmative. 

She  drew  a  long  breath.  Then  the  worst 
was  nearly  over ; — a  few  days  more  and  it 
would  be,  and  then  she  fancied  she  should  be 
happier ;  at  all  events  it  would  then  be  a 
point  of  duty  to  forget,  and  with  Brenda  duty 
was  a  long-established  habit. 

Dr.  Carey  did  not  look  at  her  diuing  this 
mental  soliloquy.  He  rather  pointedly  avoided 
doing  so — so  she  fancied — and  talked  assidu- 
ously to  the  invalid. 

Dr.  Burgess  was  rallying  wonderfully.  He 
began  now  to  be  able  to  sustain  a  conversation, 
and  though  the  past  was  still  all  a  blank  to 
him,  he  could  enter  into  the  present,  and  was 
quite  sensible  of  Dr.  Carey's  unremitting  at- 
tentions to  him.  He  even  thanked  him  for 
them  over  and  over  again,  and  said  to  Brenda 
one  evening  when  he  took  his  leave  : 
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^'My  child,  that  is  a  man  in  a  thou- 
sand." 

And  as  for  Dr.  Carey,  he  seemed  now  much 
more  at  home  in  the  cottage  of  the  rector  and 
his  daughter  than  at  Sir  Elliott  Spence's ; 
in  fact,  it  was  not  long  before  the  young 
Spences,  both  violently  jealous,  began  to  make 
their  observations,  and  in  course  of  time  these 
observations  met  the  ear  of  the  subject  of  them, 
whereupon  his  resolution  was  quickly  taken, 
though  he  kept  his  own  counsel,  and  went  his 
way  silently. 
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CHAPTER    YIII. 

As  the  mind  of  Dr.  Burgess  regained  its 
strength,  the  body  failed,  and  at  last,  even  to 
Brenda's  anxious  loving  eyes,  he  seemed 
gradually  fading  away. 

The  agony  of  that  first  suspicion  was  almost 
more  than  she  could  bear.  She  would  rather 
have  known  the  worst  at  once,  and,  courting 
certainty,  rushed  first  to  Maitland  to  ask  her 
if  it  could  be  possible  that  the  irreparable  loss 
was  impending  ?  She  asked  with  fi^antic  ve- 
hemence, and  Maitland,  always  a  coward 
where  it  was  a  question  of  wounding  feelings, 
put  her  off  upon  Dr.  Carey.  Too  clearly  she 
had  long  seen,  herself,  that  the  rector's  days 
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were  numbered,  almost  his  hours,  but  for  the 
life  of  her  she  could  not  tell  that  poor  desolate 
gui ! — no — the  doctor  must  do  that — it  was 
his  proper  office — so  she  told  Brenda  she  would 
speak  to  Dr.  Carey  the  very  first  time  she  had 
an  opportunity,  and  so  she  partly  quieted  her 
down. 

Alas,  an  opportunity  for  Brenda's  eyes  to  be 
opened  came  only  too  soon,  but  it  was  her  own 
heart  told  her  the  truth — her  own  heart,  aided 
by  the  looks  and  silence  of  those  around  her. 

But  the  catastrophe  was  nearer  than  she  or 
they  had  expected.  It  was  brought  on  by  a 
sudden  shock,  and  the  young  Spences  were 
the  cause. 

They  returned  from  their  visit  to  EUerley 
Castle  much  sooner  than  Dr.  Carey  had  anti- 
cipated— the  consequence  was,  the  doctor  was 
not  able  to  prevent  their  besieging  the  cottage 
the  very  evening  of  their  amval,  and  as  the 
two  brothers  vied  with  each  other  as  to  which 
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should  tell  the  news  first,  Dr.  Carey  was 
unable  to  check  their  impetuous  thoughtless- 
ness. 

''  Well !  "  they  exclaimed,  addressing  the 
quiet  trio  in  their  usual  boisterous  manner, 
''  you  did'nt  expect  to  see  us  back  so  soon,  did 
you  ? — but — '^ 

''  It's  all  over,"  burst  in  the  youngest. 

"  Has  the  news  reached  before  us  ? " 
asked  the  eldest,  seeing  no  astonishment  on 
the  countenance  of  the  auditors. 

^^We  concluded  it  was  all  over,"  said 
Brenda,  calmly;  ^^you  mean  Lord  EUerley's 
marriage  ?  " 

"  No  !  haven't  you  heard  ? — the  duke —  ?  " 

"Of  the  duke's  death?''  cried  the 
youngest,  again  determined  to  have  his 
share. 

"  The  duke's  sudden  death !  " — pursued  the 
eldest — "  went  off  like  a  shot  the  day  after 
the  wedding ! — yet  it  was  but  a  quiet  affair 
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after  all — no  fLin — no  ball — the  old  duke  too 
savage — but — " 

Suddenly  Dr.  Carey  held  up  his  hand,  and 
glanced  significantly  at  Dr.  Burgess.  Brenda 
started  up,  and  was  instantly  by  her  father's 
side.  He  had  fallen  back  in  his  chair,  and 
appeared  senseless. 

At  such  a  moment,  the  cool  composure  of 
Dr.  Carey  was  everything  to  the  agitated 
group  around  him.  With  the  most  collected 
nerve,  he  gave  his  orders  and  directions.  To 
Brenda  it  was  a  request  that  the  rector's  own 
medical  attendant  should  be  immediately  sum- 
moned, and  this  had  the  effect  of  securing 
her  absence  from  the  room  for  some  moments. 

He  then  turned  to  the  young  men. 

''  Go  home,"  said  he,  rather  imperatively ; 
^^  you  should  have  known  better  than  to  have 
agitated  a  man  in  this  state  with  such  start- 
ling intelligence.  Go  home — I  beg  of  you, 
and  if  I  do  not  retui-n  to-night,   make  my 

VOL.  II.  K 
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apologies  to  Sir  Elliott,  and  ask  him  to  excuse 
me  until  this  scene  closes.  It  will  not  be  a 
very  lengthened  one." 

At  that  instant  Brenda  returned.  She  flew 
to  her  father.  She  saw  nothing  and  nobody 
but  him.  At  last  she  seemed  suddenly  aware 
of  the  presence  of  Dr.  Carey,  and  looking  up 
in  his  face  with  a  sort  of  wild  despair,  she 
asked  with  forced  composure  : 

''  Is  he  going  ? — is  there  no  hope  ?  " 

Dr.  Carey  did  not  attempt  to  deceive 
her. 

"  None,"  said  he,  solemnly. 

^^How  long?  "  was  her  next  question. 

Dr.  Carey  shook  his  head. 

''  Days?  "  she  again  asked. 

"  Alas !  " 

"Hours?" 

This  time  he  bowed  his  head.  She  said  no- 
thing but  took  the  chair  by  the  dying  man's  side, 
as  if  calmly  resigning  herself  to  her  fate,  and 
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there  for  many  minutes  she  sat.  Not  a  word 
was  spoken,  till  suddenly  the  heavy  tread 
of  a  man's  foot  sounded  in  the  hall. 

''  It  is  Mr.  Wilson,'^  said  Dr.  Carey.  ''  So 
now  Miss  Burgess  let  me  entreat  you  to  leave 
the  room.  Take  care  of  yourself,  and  depend 
upon  me  for  always  telling  you  the  truth, 
and  not  deceiving  you  in  any  way.  Trust 
me.  You  will  be  more  wanted  by-and-bye 
than  now.  Take  care  of  yourself  whilst  you 
can." 

Brenda  obeyed  like  a  child.  At  the  door 
she  suddenly  turned. 

^^  You  will  not  leave  him?"  said  she,  inter- 
rogatively. 

''  I  will  not,"  was  the  answer,  and  with  one 
more  lingering  look  at  the  loved  face,  Brenda 
left  the  room. 

Maitland  made  her  lie  down  on  her  bed 
directly,  and  was  shocked  at  her  passive  ac- 
quiescence. 

K  2 
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"He  told  me/' said  she,  dreamily,  "that 
I  should  be  more  wanted  by-and-bye  than 
now.  He  will  call  me.  I  can  trust 
him." 

And  sinking  down  she  closed  her  eyes  in 
silence.  Maitland  sat  by  her  side.  In  that 
small  house  every  sound  was  heard,  and  through- 
out that  sad  night  those  two  sad  watchers 
lay  and  listened  to  every  sound,  waiting 
in  agony  and  suspense  for  a  summons, 
and  knowing  that  the  reason  it  did  not 
come  was,  that  the  sufferer  was  still  sense- 
less. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Carey  sat  by  the  bedside 
holding  the  feeble  pulse.  Through  all  the 
hours  of  the  tedious  night  he  sat  there, 
till  the  glow  of  the  rising  sun  of  a 
bright  frosty  morning  filled  the  room. 
The  rays  lighted  up  the  dying  countenance, 
and  suddenly  Dr.  Burgess  opened  his 
eyes. 
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'^  You  here,  my  friend  ?  ''  said  he,  feebly,  but 
smiling. 

"Yes,  dear  sir.  Is  there  anything  you 
wish?'^ 

"  My  daughter — my  Brenda  ?  " 

"  She  is  waiting  for  me  to  summon  her. 
She  is  obedience  itself,  and  has  not  trans- 
gressed my  orders,  though  I  am  sure  it  has 
been  a  pain  and  a  grief  to  her." 

"  She  is  indeed  obedience  itself!  "  said  the 
rector,  fervently ;  I  wish  I  had  time  to  tell  you 
all — ^but  the  sands  are  running  fast  away,  are 
they  not,  my  good  friend  ?  " 

"I  grieve,  for  our  sakes,  to  say  they  are," 
answered  Dr.  Carey. 

"It  is  well  to  say  for  your  sakes,"  returned 
the  rector,  impressively ;  "  for,  for  myself  I 
am  ready  and  willing.  I  have  tried  to  do 
my  duty  in  this  world,  and  the  crowning  act 
of  my  Hfe  was  an  act  of  conscience.  But 
before  I  go  my  friend,  let  me  speak  of  what  is 
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on  my  mind.  Do  you  know/'  he  suddenly 
exclaimed,  raising  himself  on  his  elbow,  and 
looking  fearfully  in  the  face  of  his  friend, 
^^  do  you  know  that  I  leave  my  child  destitute? 
— do  you  know  that  I  am  now  a  beggar  ? — 
that  my  Brenda  is  penniless? — the  death  of 
the  Duke  of  Arran  deprives  me  of  my  last 
resource — my  child  has  nothing,  and  she  has 
no  one  to  look  to !  What,  oh  what  will  be- 
come of  her ! " 

And  he  wrung  his  hands,  overcome  with 
anguish. 

^^  My  dear  sir,"  said  Dr.  Carey,  soothingly, 
as  he  leant  over  the  agitated  man,  and  took 
his  hands  within  his  own,  "  have  no  fears  for 
her.  Trust  to  me  that  your  daughter  shall 
never  want  a  friend  as  long  as  she  permits  me 
to  be  one  to  her." 

^^  Will  you  ?  will  you  ? "  gasped  Dr. 
Burgess. 

^^  I  will — I  give  you  my  solemn  word  I  will 
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— ^nay,  if  she  would  let  me  devote  my  whole 
life  to  her,  how  gladly  and  gratefully  would 
I  accept  the  trust.  I  would  be  friend,  protec- 
tor, everything  to  her,  and  if  this  assurance 
tends  to  allay  your  fears — if  it  meets  your 
approbation — " 

^^  My  approbation  ?  "  said  the  rector,  whilst 
a  gleam  of  happiness  lighted  up  his  pallid 
face ;  ''  approbation  is  a  cold  word !  say 
rather  my  warmest  gratitude ! — call  my 
child,  my  dear  friend — the  moments  are 
passing  so  rapidly — call  my  Brenda,  and  let 
me  speak  to  her  before  I  die." 

Dr.  Carey  had  only  to  extend  his  hand  in 
the  narrow  room  where  the  Rector  of  Worth- 
ington  was  breathing  his  last,  and  open  the 
door,  and  the  mere  turning  of  the  handle  was 
sufficient  to  bring  Brenda  instantly  to  the  bed- 
side. In  deep  stillness  that  sound  smote  fear- 
fully on  her  ear.  It  seemed  a  foreboding  that 
the  moment  had  arrived. 
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She  bent  tenderly  over  her  father  and 
pressed  her  lips  reverently  on  his  cold,  damp 
brow.  Even  in  that  brief  interval  since  he 
had  last  spoken,  his  powers  of  articulation  had 
sensibly  diminished — there  was  also  death 
written  legibly  on  every  feature  of  his  face, 
and  she  stood  awe-struck,  awaiting  the  words 
which  she  saw  trembling  on  his  lips. 

''  My  Brenda,"  said  he,  gazing  at  her  with 
his  whole  soul,  as  it  were,  in  his  eyes,  ^^the 
sting  of  death  has  been  to  me,  till  this 
moment,  the  thought  that  I  should  leave  you 
desolate  in  the  world,  and  destitute,  but  my 
last  hour  has  been  soothed  and  brightened  in- 
expressibly by  the  assurance  of  our  good  and 
kind  friend  here,  that  whilst  he  lives  you  shall 
never  want  either  a  friend,  or  a  protector ; 
— shall  I,  my  child,  trust  him  with  my  great- 
est, my  only  earthly  treasure —  ?  " 

Brenda  stood  silent  and  immoveable  as  a 
statue.     Her  lips  were  blanched,    her  whole 
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countenance  fixed  in  colourless  rigidity.  She 
did  not  even  try  to  speak.  Her  father  seemed 
to  hang  on  to  the  hope  of  every  instant  hear- 
ing her  utter  some  sound,  but  she  was  appa- 
rently stunned. 

'^  Speak  to  him,"  whispered  Dr.  Carey,  as  his 
quick  and  practised  eye  saw  a  livid  hue  steahng 
over  the  dying  features,  ^^  speak  Brenda — if 
only  one  word — for  the  struggle  approaches." 

^^  Father  !"  then  burst  from  her  lips  as  she 
flung  her  arms  round  him  and  raised  his  head 
convulsively  to  her  shoulder,  "  what  shall  I 
say  dearest  father? — speak  yourself — what 
is  it  you  wish  me  to  say  ? — what  will  make 
you  happy  ? — only  tell  me !  " 

"  To  leave  you  to  him,  my  darling — to  give 
you  to  one  I  so  respect  and  esteem,"  mur- 
mured Dr.  Burgess,  "  but  only  with  your  own 
consent — " 

^^  You  wish  it,  dearest  father  ? — it  would 
make  you  happy  ?  " 
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^^  I  should  then  die  without  a  care ! "  he 
exclaimed,  and  stretching  his  hand  towards 
Dr.  Carey,  he  grasped  his  friend's  extended 
hands.  "Now  yours,  my  child — your  hand, 
my  Brenda — " 

Brenda  had  never  from  the  first  moment 
removed  her  eyes  from  her  father's  face,  nor 
did  she  do  so  now,  but  she  felt  the  warm  clasp 
of  Dr.  Carey's  hand,  enclosing  her  own,  so  icy 
cold,  within  what  seemed  a  burning  vice,  and 
she  went  on  gazing — gazing — gazing — till  all 
at  once  she  heard  nothing — she  saw  nothing — 
and  a  mist  spread  itself  before  her  sight. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

When  the  death  of  Dr.  Burgess  became 
known,  Brencla  was  overwhehnecl  with  letters 
of  condolence,  offers  of  assistance,  and  flocks 
of  friends  crowding  round  her. 

The  aunt  with  whom  she  had  been  partly 
educated  wrote  offering  to  come  to  her,  but 
proposing  as  a  better  plan  that  Brenda  should 
rather  join  her,  and  take  up  her  residence 
with  her  "  till  she  had  formed  her  plans." 

How  coldly  fell  these  words  on  Brenda's 
heart !  how  fully  they  brought  before  her 
her  desolate  and  dependent  situation !  Then 
came  letters  from  many  AYorthington 
people — all     full     of     warm     invitations — 
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but  the  earliest  arrival  of  all  was  Mr. 
Cuthbert. 

He  came  intending  to  arrange  and  to  do 
everything.  To  save  Brenda  all  the  anguish 
he  could — to  console  her  in  her  grief,  and  to 
be  her  escort  whithersoever  she  had  deter- 
mined upon  going. 

But  he  found  himself  forestalled.  All  the 
arrangements  were  made  ; — by  a  silent,  quiet, 
unobtrusive  agency,  all  trouble  had  been  taken 
off  Brenda's  hands,  and  the  unseen  spirit — for 
Brenda's  solitude  had  never  been  intruded  on 
— had  been  Dr.  Carey.  Though  Brenda  re- 
ceived Mr.  Cuthbert  with  a  bui'st  of  natural 
grief,  still  she  did  receive  him,  which  was  what 
she  had  done  to  no  other  visitor,  and  he  could 
see  too  that  his  presence  was  a  happiness  and 
a  comfort  to  her,  but  still — she  gave  him  no- 
thing to  do — all  was  done — Dr.  Carey  had 
settled  everything. 

Naturally  enough  Mr.   Cuthbert,   the  first 
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evening  of  his  arrival,  inquired  somewhat 
anxiously,  about  this  new  friend. 

"He  is  resident  physician  at  Sir  EUiott 
Spence's,"  was  Brenda's  reply,  "and  has 
been  abroad  many  years  with  the  family — 
with  the  young  men" — and  as  she  spoke, 
her  cheeks  suddenly  flushed  up. 

Mr.  Cuthbert  saw  the  blush,  and  did  not 
attribute  it  to  its  right  cause. 

"  Do  you  see,  or  rather  have  you  seen, 
much  of  those  young  men  ?  "  he  inquired,  with 
assumed  carelessness. 

"A  great  deal  too  much,"  was  Brenda's 
ready  answer ;  "  had  it  not  been  for  Dr.  Carey 
they  would  have  been  the  torment  of  my 
existence  here,  but  Sir  Elliott  has  been  all 
kindness." 

Always  Dr.  Carey ! 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  old  gentleman,  and 
thank  him,"  said  Mr.  Cuthbert,  "fori  feel 
as  if  I  had  a  sort  of  parental  charge  over  you 
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now,    Brenda.       I  should   feel  indescribably 
happy  to  be  of  use,  comfort,   or  support  to 

you." 

"  Thank  you  very  very  much  !  "  replied  the 
young  girl,  warmly,  and  then  she  stopped 
short.  Her  heart  turned  coward.  Why  had 
she  not  courage  to  ask  if,  by  the  term  "  old 
gentleman,"  Mr.  Cuthbert  meant  Dr.  Carey  ? 
If  so,  ought  she  not  to  tell  him  ?— but  then, 
what  could  she  say  ? — would  not  telling  that 
he  was  not  old,  that  he  was  young,  lead  to 
telling  more  ? — and  how  dared  she  do  that  ? 
Besides,  what  had  she  to  tell?  Since  the 
dreadful  hour,  four  days  previously,  in  which 
her  hand  had  been  placed  in  that  of  Dr.  Carey, 
and  clasped  by  him  hi  that  firm  and  fervent 
grasp,  she  had  never  seen  him— never  ex- 
changed a  word  with  him — and  sometimes 
even,  in  the  bewilderment  of  her  grief,  it 
seemed  to  her  as  if  the  whole  had  been  a  dream, 
and  a  dream  on  which  she  trembled  to  dwell. 
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So  she  said  no  more,  and  Mr.  Cuthbert  was 
puzzled  by  her  manner.  The  next  morning 
the  puzzle  was  solved. 

The  young  clergyman  considered  himself  a 
privileged  person,  and  soon  after  breakfast,  he 
again  repaired  from  the  Hotel,  at  which  he  was 
staying  till  the  day  of  the  funeral,  and  sought 
the  cottage.  Something  still  drew  him  towards 
Brenda.  Though  in  her  present  circumstances, 
he  scrupulously  regulated  his  manner  so  as  to 
put  her  perfectly  at  her  ease,  still  there  was 
the  same  mystery  of  attraction  about  her 
which  made  him  constantly  seek  her  presence, 
and  feel  restless  and  wretched  when  absent 
from  it.  It  was  the  old  attachment,  struggling 
to  make  its  way  out  of  its  dark  hiding-place, 
deep  within  his  heart,  yet  held  back  by  the 
knowledge  that  the  sun  of  her  approving 
smile  would  never  shine  upon  it ! 

Great  then  was  the  shock  he  received  when, 
sitting  that  morning  in  the  little  dining-room 
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which  looked  out  upon  the  strand,  and  talking 
over  with  Brenda  her  future  plans,  he  saw  a 
young  man  in  the  prime  of  life  advancing  to- 
wards the  house. 

With  a  tall,  slight,  but  athletic  figure,  which 
added  to  his  youthful  appearence,  Dr.  Carey 
united  a  countenance  of  the  most  winning, 
benignant  gentleness.  That  face  of  his  had 
been  his  passport  to  all  his  popularity  where- 
ever  he  was  known,  and  it  struck  Mr. 
Cuthbert  the  moment  his  eyes  rested  on 
it. 

^^  You  have  apparently  a  visitor,"  said  he,  to 
Brenda,  who  was  seated  in  a  dark  corner  of 
the  room.  ^'  It  is  many  years  since  I  have 
seen  the  young  Spence's,  but  this  is,  I  imagine, 
one  of  them." 

"  Oh,  I  hope  not !  "  cried  Brenda,  starting 
up,  ^^  but  even  if  it  should  be,  no  one  is  ad- 
mitted into  this  room,"  and  she  advanced  to 
the    window,    and    stopped,     startled,     still 
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more  apparently  by  what  she  saw,  than  by 
the  prospect  of  a  visitor. 

Mr.  Cuthbert  looked  up  at  her  in  some  sur- 
prise. Hers  was  at  all  times  a  tell-tale  face, 
very  easily  read. 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  said  he. 

^^Dr.  Carey,"  was  her  brief  reply,  and  then 
she  returned  quietly  to  her  corner. 

He  came  in.  She  raised  her  tearless  eyes, 
and  met  his  gaze  of  anxious  inquiry.  She 
tried  in  vain  to  speak  to  him.  She  could  only 
say,  ^^  Mr.  Cuthbert — you  have  heard  of 
him — "  and  then  she  felt  choking.  Mr.  Cuth- 
bert was  but  little  more  capable  of  sustaining 
a  conversation  than  herself  Taken^completely 
by  surprise,  his  whole  ideas  houleverse  as  it 
were,  his  usual  presence  of  mind  forsook  him, 
and  it  remained  for  Dr.  Carey  alone  to  restore 
the  equanimity  of  both. 

This  he  did  with  that  calm,  fluent  grace  for 
which  his  manner  was  peculiar,  and  a  few  sen- 
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tences,  happily  framed,  and  easily  delivered, 
soon  brought  Mr.  Cuthbert  round,  but  Brenda 
still  sat  like  a  statue.  She  could  not  utter. 
The  sight  of  him,  the  intonation  of  his  voice, 
his  look,  his  smile,  his  air  altogether — it 
brought  back  so  vividly  that  wretched  morn- 
ing 1 — and  she  could  only  sit  looking  at  him, 
and  remembering ! 

The  next  day  the  funeral  procession  set  out 
out  on  its  slow  and  tedious  journey  to  Wor- 
thington.  The  rector  was  to  be  laid  by  his 
wife  in  Worthington  churchyard,  and  Mr. 
Cuthbert  was  to  read  the  service  over  his 
lost  friend.  Brenda  was  to  stay  with  Mrs. 
Marsh  till**all  was  over,  and  then  she  pro- 
posed going  to  stay  with  her  aunt  for  a  short 
time. 

^'And  after  that?"  asked  Mr.  Cuthbert, 
nervously.. 

^^  I  do  not  know,''  said  Brenda,  sadly. 

And  at  that  moment  she  spoke  the  truth. 
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She  really  did  not  know.  A  few  days  later, 
had  he  asked  her,  she  could  have  given  a 
more  definite  answer. 

It  was  about  a  week  after  the  funeral,  and 
Dr.  Carey  was  sitting  with  her,  taking  his 
farewell,  before  returning  to  Sir  Elliott 
Spence's.  She  herself  was  silent  and  low — 
more  depressed  this  day  than  he  had  ever  seen 
her — and  the  pauses  in  their  usually  animated 
conversation  had  been  very  long.  Suddenly 
a  thought  seemed  to  strike  Dr.  Carey. 

"Whilst  you  are  with  your  aunt,  I  may 
never  be  able  to  come  and  see  you, "  said  he ; 
"  will  you  forgive  me  if  I  ask  permission  to 
write  to  you  ?  " 

Brenda  fancied  that  the  denouement  was  at 
last  coming,  and  turning  faint,  she  leant  on 
the  table  and  covered  her  eyes  with  one 
hand. 

"  I  have  much  to  say  to  you,"  he  continued, 
finding    she    did    not    reply :     "  would   you 

l2 
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rather  I  wrote  ? — or,"  he  added,  more  gently, 
"  spoke  ?  " 

Brenda  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  faintly 
echoed  the  last  word. 

"Why?"  asked  Dr.  Carey;  "would  not 
writing  be  less  painful,  than  reviving  sad 
memories  in  a  personal  interview?" 

"  I  think  not,"  murmured  Brenda.  "  The 
memories  are  indeed  sad,  but  still  I  cling 
to  them  with  extreme  affection.  Were  you 
going  to  talk  to  me  of  my  father?" 

"  Of  his  last  moments,"  said  Dr.  Carey, 
evasively;  "therefore  had  I  not  better 
write?" 

"I  think  not,"  she  repeated,  "and  I  will 
be  open  with  you,  and  tell  you  the  reason. 
I  think  that  though  you  may  have  more  to 
say  than  I  have,  still  I,  on  my  part,  have 
also  something  to  say  to  you — at  least,  I 
may  have." 
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''1  thank  you  for  your  candour,  Brenda," 
he  continued,  '^  and  believe  you  are  right. 
Let  me  therefore  begin.  I  will  run  the  risk 
of  being  abrupt  rather  than  tedious,  so  let 
me  enter  upon  my  subject  at  once.  We  are 
parting,  Brenda,  under  singular  circumstances, 
and  the  events  of  years  seem  to  me  to  be 
crowded  into  a  few  hours.  Do  you  too,  feel 
this?" 

"I  do,  indeed ;"  said  Brenda,  '' grief  ages 
one  more  than  time." 

"We  part,  Brenda,  silently  bound  by  a 
solemn  compact,  yet  I  look  upon  it  as  an  en- 
gagement solely  of  honour — it  has  dwelt  upon 
my  mind  as  such  ever  since — and  though  to 
realise  this  engagement  is  the  dearest  wish, 
the  most  fervent  hope  of  my  life,  still  we  must 
not  part  under  so  indefinite  a  tie.  We  must 
part  free  agents,  dearest  Brenda — I  mean  that 
you  must  be  free  unless  your  own  heart  decides 
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to  the  contrary.  What  I  have  wished  to  say  to 
you  ever  since  is,  that  I  cannot  allow  you  to  be 
bound  to  me  unless  you  can  say  honestly  and 
freely  you  wish  it.  I  never  could  take  advan- 
tage of  an  engagement  contracted  under  our 
circumstances,  and  it  is  to  liberate  you — if  it 
be  your  will — that  I  have  sought  either  to 
write  or  to  speak  to  you." 

Brenda's  lips  quivered. 

"  How  your  goodness,  your  kind  generosity 
touches  me,"  said  she,  tears  now  filling  her 
eyes ;  "  you  make  me  feel  as  if  I  were  not 
worthy  of  you." 

"  Say  it  again,"  he  exclaimed,  impetuously, 
'''  say  that  again,  and  I  shall  believe  that  I 
may  hope ! — say  that  you  hold  by  this 
sacred  engagement — that  you  will  not 
break  it — oh,  Brenda,  if  you  did  but  know 
what  it  costs  me  to  offer  you  your  free- 
dom!" 

She  looked  at  him — she  looked  at  his  face. 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  151 

SO  pale,  so  agitated,  so  unlike  itself,  and 
she  felt  that  she  might  indeed  say  she  was 
touched.  Her  heart  was  fall  of  gratitude, 
regard,  and  esteem,  but — 

"  I  do  not  love  him,"  she  kept  repeating 
to  herself,  and  he  seemed  to  read  her  very 
thoughts. 

^^  Speak  to  me,"  he  continued,  ''  your  silence 
and  your  hesitation  torture  me — is  it 
that  you  do  not  love  me? — that  you  never 
can?" 

''  Dr.  Carey,"  said  Brenda,  with  a  sudden 
effort,  ^'  I  told  you  I  thought  I  might  have 
something  to  say  to  you.  It  is  some- 
thing I  must  tell  you  before  you  compromise 
yourself  any  farther.  If  after  that,  you 
still  are  so  good — so  honourable — so 
generous — " 

For  just  then  a  dreadful  thought  occurred 
to  her,  that  perhaps,  in  his  dying  agony,  her 
father  might  have  committed  her  to  one  who 
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had  expressed  no  partiality  for  her,  and  if  so, 
it  was  her  part  to  be  equally  generous,  and  to 
liberate  him.  The  advantages  of  the  alliance 
weighed  heavily  on  her  side,  not  on  his. 
WJiat  had  slie  to  give  him  in  exchange  for  his 
warm,  true  heart  ? — in  exchange  for  com- 
parative wealth  and  an  honoiu'able  position 
in  society  ? 

^'Brenda,"  said  he,  "in  speaking  of  my 
affection  for  you,  do  nut  use  such  terms.  They 
pain  me." 

''  Then  I  will  go  on.  Before  you  bind 
yom^self  to  me,  do  you  know  there  has  been 
an  episode  in  my  life  ? — a  story  connected 
with   it  — ?  " 

She  coidd  not  get  on.  Shame,  humiliation, 
grief,  all  choked  her  utterance. 

"  I  do  not  blow  it,"  said  he,  tenderly, 
"  but  I  have  suspected  it.  Tell  me,  Brenda. 
Tell  me  without  hesitation ;  it  will  make 
no  diiference  ;   or  shall  I  guess  it  ?  " 
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''  Guess  it,"  she  whispered,  hiding  her  face 
in  her  hands. 

"  You  have  loved  before,"  said  he,  in  a  very 
low,  half-fearful  voice,  and  slightly  compress- 
ing his  lips. 

''  I  have  loved  once  I "  exclaimed  Brenda, 
with  sudden  vehemence ;  ""  once.  Dr.  Carey, 
and,"  she  added,  dropping  her  voice,  ^'  only 
once." 

There  was  a  mutual  pause  of  several 
minutes,  she  gaining  strength  every  moment, 
and  he,  the  strong  man,  apparently  prostrated 
by  the  blow. 

"Is  it  over?"  were  his  first  words,  not 
daring  to  look  her  in  the  face. 

"  It  is  over,"  Brenda  answered,  firmly,  ''  but 
still—" 

"  But  still,"  interrupted  Dr.  Carey,  "  you 
doom  me  to  despair  ?  " 

"  What  ?  "  she  exclaimed,  with  an  intonation 
of  the  deepest  feeling,  "  do  you  not  despise  me  ? 
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surely  you  would  not  value  such  a  gift  as  myself, 
myself  only,  without  that  love  which  it  is  your 
right  to  claim,  and  which  your  merits  so  richly 
deserve  ?  "  . 

^^  But  you  tell  me  it  is  over?  "  said  he,  with 
anguish  in  his  voice. 

^^  It  is  over,  but  still  the  case  remains  the 
same — /  have  loved — I  do  not  say  I  have 
loved  before,  because  I  esteem  you  too  much 
to  deceive  you,  and  that  expression  might  lead 
you  to  infer  that  I  might  love  again,  but  I  do 
not  think  it — with  me,  to  love  once,  is  to  love 
for  ever — yet  no,"  said  she,  eagerly  correct- 
ing herself,  "  not  that,  for  I  no  longer  love 
him—" 

"  Then  be  mine  !  "  interrupted  Dr.  Carey, 
with  equal  warmth. 

*^Ah,  no!"  she  exclaimed,  shrinking 
within  herself,  "  you  deserve  a  better 
fate!" 

'^  I  desire    no    better,'^    he    persisted,    "  I 
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court  it  as  tlie  happiest  of  destinies  to  call 
you  mine/' 

"Do  you?"  said  Brenda,  tears  now  rain- 
ing down  her  face ;  "  then  I  will  keep  to 
my  word.  I  said  that  if,  after  you  had 
heard  all,  you  still  remained  unchanged — " 

"  And  I  do !  if  any  change  there  can  be, 
it  will  only  be  that  you  are  the  more  dear 
to  me  from  having  suffered  as  you  must  have 
done.'^ 

"  Oh,  generous-hearted !  "  cried  Brenda, 
"  how  do  I  deserve  so  much  ? — but  you  have 
as  yet  heard  only  the  outline  of  my  story, 
and  I  must  now  tell  you  all,  because  I  think 
it  may  place  me  in  a  better  light,  and  be- 
cause as  we  now  stand^ — if  you  will  really  take 
"me — there  should  be  no  secrets  between 
us.^' 

And  from  beginning  to  end  she  then  related 
to  him  what  she  had  truly  called  the  episode 
of  her  life.     And  it  was  well  she  did  so.     It 
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raised  her  in  his  opinion,  it  made  him  look 
upon  her  as  even  still  nearer  perfection  than 
he  had  at  first  thought  her,  and  he  pressed 
her  hands  over  and  over  again  to  his  lips  in 
unfeigned  happiness  and  thankfulness,  in  spite 
of  the  reservation  in  which  she  persisted, 
which  was,  "  I  do  not  think  I  can  ever  love 
again." 

He  was  willing  to  run  the  risk.  He  was 
willing  to  try  his  chance.  He  trusted  so  im- 
plicitly to  her  honour  when  she  affirmed,  "  I 
no  longer  love  him,"  that  he  entered  upon  the 
engagement  with  feelings  of  perfect  security, 
and  it  is  just  possible  that  with  the  contrariety 
of  human  nature,  this  little  drawback  to  un- 
alloyed joy  only  rendered  him  doubly  anxious 
to  try  and  win  her  affections. 

And  thus  they  parted — not  to  meet,  by 
agreement,  for  six  months.  By  that  time  he 
intended  to  have  left  Sir  Elliott  Spence,  and  to 
have  established   himself  in  London,   where, 
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before  he  entered  upon  the  career  of 
travelling  physician,  he  had  had  an  opening 
which  bid  fair  to  lead  to  extensive 
practice. 

And  he  left  Brenda  composed  and  resigned, 
if  not  happy.  She  had  at  all  events  the 
soothing  consciousness  of  having  strictly  per- 
formed her  duty,  and  she  well  knew  that  the 
highest  reward  such  a  line  of  conduct  could 
win  on  earth  would  be,  the  blessed  peaceful- 
ness  of  an  approving  conscience. 


158 


CHAPTER  X. 

Seven  years.  It  sounds  a  long  time,  but 
how  fast  they  fly,  how  short  a  time  it  seems 
to  look  back  upon!  Seven  years  have 
passed  since  we  parted  from  the  various 
characters  in  our  story,  and  like  rays  of 
light,  they  have  all  started  from  the  small 
central  point  at  which  they  met,  and  have 
gone  on  their  different  ways,  widening  and 
widening  the  distance  between  them,  till 
now  we  find  them  again,  all  in  their  own 
various  pathways  of  life,  divided,  yet  not 
separated. 

Lady  Altenbury  was  a  very  great  lady  in 
the  great  world.     She  had  the  most  charming 
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reunions  in  London,  and  it  was  a  privilege  to 
be  invited  to  her  Friday-nights,  because  at 
these  parties  she  always  assembled  the  elite 
of  her  own  and  her  husband's  acquaintance, 
and  Lord  Altenbury  being  both  a  cabinet 
minister  and  a  literary  man,  numbered 
amongst  his  circle  all  the  politicians  and 
scientific  men  of  the  day. 

Lady  Altenbury  did  not  care  for  lions — 
she  was  above  that  almost  obsolete  vulgarity 
— ^but  she  liked  to  see  pretty  faces  amongst 
her  literati,  and  a  belle  was  sure  to  be  suc- 
cessful if  her  debut  had  been  made  in  Lady 
Altenbury's  salons.  Consequently,  those  Jri- 
day-nights  were  very  brilliant  assemblages, 
and  a  great  deal  of  underhand  plotting  and 
unseen  exertion  went  on  in  order  to  gain  an 
invitation  to  them.  They  were  even  more  sought 
after  than  her  ladyship's  Sunday  dinners,  for 
to  these,  to  her  surprise,  she  often  had  ex- 
cuses, but  to  the  Friday-nights,  never. 
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And  now  we  are  going  to  one  of  these 
dazzling  receptions.  This  evening  it  is  a 
scientific  one.  A  group  of  guests  are  col- 
lected round  a  table  on  which  are  scattered 
a  profusion  of  most  valuable  relics  from 
Pompeii.  All  those  people  bending  over 
the  table  are  distinguished-looking,  but  one 
stands  erect,  pre-eminent,  explaining  the 
nature  of  the  relics,  for  he  has  been  present 
at  the  opening  of  the  tomb  where  most  were 
found,  and  his  auditors  seem  hanging  in  a 
sort  of  breathless  silence  on  every  word  that 
falls  from  his  lips. 

Those  who  stood  too  far  off  to  hear  what 
he  was  saying,  had  rivetted  their  eyes  on  his 
face,  fascinated  by  the  nameless  charm  of  it. 
Lady  Altenbury  was  in  her  element  that 
night,  for  she  had  succeeded  in  making  this 
orator  do  what  he  seldom  would,  and  that  was, 
deliver  a  sort  of  scientific  lecture  on  the  gems 
and  antiques  by  which  he  was  surrounded. 
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Everybody  in  the  room  knew  that  man. 
He  was  the  great  man  of  the  day — the  man 
of  science — the  accomplished  scholar  —  the 
leading  physician — Dr.  Carey. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  there  was  a 
slight  stir  at  the  door — a  very  late  guest 
making  her  appearance — and  looking  as  if  she 
had  come  late  on  purpose  to  make  a  sensation. 
Her  dress  was  as  singular  as  it  was  elaborate. 
Being  yet  early  in  the  season,  it  was  of  white 
velvet,  trimmed  with  the  most  delicate  point 
lace,  and  decorated  with  a  profusion  of 
emeralds.  Over  her  hair  was  spread  a  net 
of  emeralds. 

"  A  perfectly  new  parure  again  to-night !  " 
whispered  a  lady  to  the  Marchioness  of  Ches- 
singham,  who  stood  watching,  with  a  con- 
temptuous smile  on  her  beautiful  lips,  the 
advance  of  the  new  arrival  into  the 
room. 

^'Yes,'^   was  Lady  Chessingham's    answer, 
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'^  I  should  like  to  know  what  that  net  cost. 
Something  more  than  the  building  of  the 
schools  at  Elleiiey  I  suspect ! " 
"  What  has  it  to  do  with  them  ?  " 
^^It  was  the  bargain  she  made.  No 
emerald  net,  no  new  school -houses.  My 
belief  is  that  that  worthy  couple  are  going 
rather  too  fast.  We  shall  hear  of  sometliing 
some  day." 

^'  I  am  told  he  is  raising  money  already." 
"  Quite    true.      But  after    all,    that     net 
is     not     effective.       It     wants     relief.       I 
think   I    should    have    had    opals   with   the 
emeralds." 

^^  My  dear  duchess,"  exclaimed  Lady 
Altenbury,  ^'why  are  you  so  late?  do  you 
know  I  am  vexed  with  you,  when  I  told  you 
why  I  wished  you  so  particularly  to  come 
early  to-night." 

^^  I  know,"  said  the  Duchess  of  Arran, 
pettishly,    ' '  but    I    could    not    help   it.       I 
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was  so  ill  I  thought  I  should  not  be  able 
to  come  at  all.  Now  let  me  see  Dr.  Carey. 
If  I  take  a  fancy  to  his  looks  I  can  send  for 
him  to-morrow,  but  do  not  introduce  him 
unless  I  ask  you." 

^^You  have  just  lost  one  of  his  most  de- 
lightful lectures  on  his  last  excavation.  He  is 
now  coming  this  way — that  tall  man  with  the 
iron-grey  hair — " 

'^  Too  handsome  for  a  doctor/'  said  the 
duchess,  laughing. 

"  Lady  Altenbury,"  said  Lady  Chessingham, 
coming  forward  at  the  moment,  "  will  you  in- 
troduce Dr.  Carey  to  me  ?  " 

Dr.  Carey  was  by  this  time  quite  close  to 
the  group  of  high-born  dames,  and  paused  on 
his  way  out  of  the  room  to  make  the  young 
marchioness  a  profound  bow. 

Instead  of  the  usual  return  curtsey,  Lady 
Chessingham  offered  her  hand. 

"  Dr.  Carey,  I  claim  old  acquaintanceship — 

M  2 
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I  had  tlie  pleasure  of  knowing  Mrs.  Carey 
very  many  years  ago — as  Miss  Burgess — was 
she  not  a  daughter  of  Dr.  Burgess,  of  Wor- 
thington  ?  " 

^*  Goodness!"  whispered  the  duchess,  ^^ did 
he  marry  Brenda  ?  " 

Her  whisper  was  so  audible  that  Dr.  Carey 
turned  abruptly  round  and  looked  at  her. 
His  eyes  seemed  to  glare  upon  the  object 
of  his  glance,  and  she  immediately  withdrew 
from  it. 

"Will  your  ladyship  tell  me,"  said  he  to 
Lady  Chessingham,  "  who  it  was  who  did  my 
wife  the  honour  of  remembering  her  christian 
name  ?  '^ 

"  It  was  the  Duchess  of  Arran,"  said  Lady 
Chessingham. 

%r  "TP  T^  w 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Carey  sat  at  their  early 
breakfast  the  next  morning. 

The  young  matron  of  five  and  twenty  was 
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much  more  beautiful  than  the  bride  of 
eighteen  had  been,  and  the  eyes  of  her 
husband  rested  on  her  face  with  an  expression 
of  idolising  admiration  as  he  all  at  once 
exclaimed : 

^'  It  was  unusually  brilliant  last  night, 
my  Brenda/' — he  always  called  her  ^  my 
Brenda/ — '^  and  I  think  you  will  have  a 
visit  soon  from  some  one  who  wished 
me  to  be  presented  to  her  because  she 
was  an  old  friend  of  yours.  Can  you 
guess  ?  'J 

"  Oh,  I  hope  none  of  your  very  grand 
ladies  !  "  cried  Brenda,  laughing,  but  colouring 
too;  ^^why  did  you  not  save  me  from  the 
infliction  ?  '^ 

^^  Because  she  seemed  really  glad  to  talk 
about  you.  It  was  the  Marchioness  of  Ches- 
singham." 

'^  Oh,  I  remember  her  perfectly !  such  a 
lovely  creature — she   was  Lady  Rosa   Lisle, 
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but  she  is  very  good  to  remember  me,  for  I 
cannot  say  I  ever  either  knew  much  of  her, 
or  liked  her  particularly." 

"  She  is  still  a  beautiful  woman,  but  she 
has  a  haggard,  discontented  expression. 
People  say  they  are  a  wretched  couple — 
but  by-the-bye,  there  was  another  very 
striking  person  there  last  night,  who  did  you 
the  favour  of  calling  you  ^  Brenda,'  for  which 
piece  of  aristocratic  impertinence  I  gave  her 
a  look  that  made  her  quail.  It  was  the 
Duchess  of  Arran.'' 

Brenda  did  not  live  in  the  great  world  as 
much  as  her  husband  did.  The  cares  of  a 
young  family,  and  her  disinclination  for  so- 
ciety which  she  felt  to  be  out  of  her  sphere, 
had  reconciled  her  to  see  her  husband  courted 
and  invited  everywhere  whilst  she  was  left 
in  comparative  obscurity,  lavishing  all  her 
time,  talents  and  care  on  her  eldest  child,  a 
little  girl  of  six,  just  becoming  companionable, 
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another,  but  smaller  edition  of  the  Brenda  of 
old  days. 

When,  therefore,  her  husband  uttered  with 
somewhat  of  circumspection,  the  high-sounding 
title  of  the  Duchess  of  Arran,  it  fell  on  her 
ear  at  the  first  moment  as  the  name  of  a 
stranger — it  was  not  as  Duke  of  Arran  she 
had  ever  known  him — then  suddenly  she 
recollected,  and  turned  crimson.  She  was 
about  to  reply  when  the  door  opened,  and  a 
note  was  handed  to  Dr.  Carey. 

"How  strange,"  he  exclaimed,  tossing  it 
over  to  Brenda  and  his  whole  face  lighting 
up,  "  the  very  person  we  were  talking  of — the 
duchess  sending  for  me  ! " 

"Are  you  glad?"  asked  Brenda,  holding 
the  note  in  her  hands,  and  gazing  on  the 
few  brief  lines  with  a  strange  sort  of  in- 
terest. 

"Yes — for  she  is  a  singular  person,  and- 
also  I  am  glad,  my  Brenda,  because  I  have 
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always  been  curious  to  see  the  duke — that  is 
for  your  sake,"  he  added,  laughing. 

And  Brenda  laughed  too.  Yes,  seven 
years  had  sufficed ; — the  memory  of  the  old 
love  had  faded  considerably; — little  objects, 
tenderly  beloved,  had  filled  the  heart  that  had 
once  been  well  nigh  broken,  and  Brenda  only 
remembered  and  thought  of  the  Duke  of 
Arran  now  as  of  one  who  had  once  been  very 
dear,  and  whom  she  still  recollected  with  un- 
diminished interest. 

To  the  romantic,  this  is  a  sad  confession, 
but  I  fear,  after  all,  it  is  but  human 
nature. 

That  afternoon  Lady  Chessingham  called 
on  Mrs.  Carey.  She  came  in  a  spirit  of 
cordiality,  and  Brenda  received  her  in  the 
same,  yet  it  was  time  only  that  had  made 
them  friends.  Neither  had  liked  the  other 
.in  old  days,  when  each  secretly  believed  the 
other  to  be  an  enemy,  but  now  that  was  all 
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over,  and  the  marcliioness  glanced  almost  en- 
viously at  Brenda's  smooth  and  bloommg 
cheek  and  exclaimed : 

''  How  much  better  you  wear  than  I  do, 
Mrs.  Carey !  " 

Brenda's  warm  blood  glowed  at  the  com- 
pliment, but  in  honesty  she  could  not  return 
it.  Lady  Chessingham  looked,  as  Dr.  Carey 
had  said,  both  haggard  and  discontented. 
She  was  extremely  thin  too,  and  her  cheeks 
were  hollow,  yet  she  was  beautiful  still. 

^'  And  your  husband,"  she  continued,  "  of 
course  you  know  that  all  the  world  are  in 
love  with  him.  Hearts  are  lost  wherever  he 
appears,  Mrs.  Carey,  and  I  candidly  confess  I 
am  one  of  the  number.  Last  night — did  he 
tell  you  ? — he  made  a  conquest  of  that  odious 
Duchess  of  Arran.  You  remember  her  as 
Miss  Joddrell?" 

"  Perfectly,"  said  Brenda,  ^'  and  to-day  she 
sent  for  Dr.  Carey." 
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"Did  she  really  ? — I  thought  she  would ! — 
well,  she  is  more  odious  now  than  ever.  She 
has  a  fancy  for  being  an  invalid  at  this  mo- 
ment, and  has  seen  every  doctor  under  the 
sun.  If  your  husband  finds  out  what  is  the 
matter  with  her,  he  is  a  conjuror.  But  now, 
dear  Mrs.  Carey,  for  your  children.  I  have 
none  of  my  own,  but  I  like  seeing  the 
children  of  friends.     How  many  have  you  ?  '' 

"  Four,"  said  Brenda,  ringing  for  their 
appearance,  "  one  little  girl,  my  friend  and 
companion,  and  three  very  infant  boys,  all  in 
the  nursery." 

"And  I  suppose  you  care  very  much  for 
them  ?  "  said  Lady  Chessingham  as  she  waited 
rather  impatiently.  Brenda  looked  as  if  she 
did  not  quite  understand.  "  I  mean,"  added 
the  marchioness,  "  I  suppose  you  doat  on 
them  ?  I  ask,  because,  do  you  know,  I  don't 
know  what  it  is  to  care  for  anybody  or  any- 
thing." 
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Brenda  no  longer  wondered  at  the  haggard, 
discontented  look — at  the  cold,  hard  expres- 
sion of  the  eyes — the  peevish  curl  of  the 
chiselled  lips.  The  young  Marchioness  of 
Chessingham  was  evidently  a  disappointed 
woman. 

When  Dr.  Carey  came  home  that  evening 
after  his  usual  day  of  arduous  fatigue,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  wearing  anxiety  of  a  medical 
man's  life,  Brenda' s  first  question  was,  ^'  And 
what  did  you  think  of  the  Duchess  of 
Arran  ?  " 

In  his  answer.  Dr.  Carey  showed 
how  completely  professional  were  his 
thoughts. 

"  Her  case  puzzles  me,"  said  he,  rub- 
bing his  forehead  with  an  air  of  mingled 
care  and  perplexity.  ^'  She  is  certainly  not 
a  malade  imaginaire,  as  she  tells  me  her 
friends  call  her,  but  there  is  a  something 
about    her    very    singular  —  flighty— extra- 
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vagant — variable  to  a  degree.  If  I  were  to 
tell  you  my  first  impression  when  I  saw  her 
this  morning,  you  would  call  me  mad,  my 
Brenda." 

^^  No,"  said  Brenda,  "  I  should  believe  you 
had  hit  upon  the  secret  of  her  ailments  what- 
ever they  are." 

"I  am  afraid  to  say;"  he  continued;  "it 
seems  so  impossible — so  horrible — yet  still — 
be  silent  as  the  grave  if  I  disburden  my 
mind  of  the  idea — but  I  give  you  my  word, 
were  she  not* the  Duchess  of  Arran  I  should 
say,  she  diinks ! — as  it  is,  she  most  certainly 
takes  some  powerful  stimulant  which  she 
conceals  from  every  living  eye." 

Brenda  sat  silent  and  shocked.  She  did 
not  think  of  the  duchess.  She  was  think- 
ing then  of  the  duke.  Was  this  his 
fate? 

"  But,  my  Brenda,  this  is  a  serious  secret, 
only  I  can  trust  you,   and  I  know  you  are 
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interested.  So  am  I,  and  it  shall  be  the 
study  of  my  life  to  solve  the  enigma  of  her 
feelings." 

"  And  why  ? ''  thought  Brenda,  as  she 
turned  it  over  in  her  mind.  "Why  does  he 
take  this  unusual  interest  in  a  perfect 
stranger?  Does  he  take  the  same  in  all?" 
and  then  she  questioned  her  own  heart.  "Am 
not  I  also  curious  about  her  ?  and  if  so,  why 
not  my  husband  too?  both  of  us  may  feel 
interested  from  the  same  cause. — She  is  his 
wife," 
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After  that  first  visit  of  Lady  Chessing- 
ham's  she  often  called  on  Brenda,  and  if 
Brenda  were  out,  she  would  go  up  to 
the  nursery  to  see  if  the  smaller  Brenda 
were  at  home,  and  if  she  were,  take  her 
out  with  her  for  hom^s  ;  happy  hours 
to  the  child,  for  she  never  came  home 
without  her   little   arms   full   of  presents. 

One  day  the  marchioness  called  earlier 
than  usual.     It  was  on  a  Saturday. 

"  I  come  with  a  petition  ahout  to-morrow," 
said  she,  to  Brenda ;  ''  nay — do  not  put  on 
a  negative  face,  for  I  am  not  going  to  ask 
you   to    desecrate    your    Sunday,    though   I 
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know  you  think  me  capable  of  anything 
bad." 

^^Dear  Lady  Chessingham  ! '' 

^^Ah,  I  know  all  your  thoughts,  Mrs. 
Carey.  Yours  is  a  face  that  tells  all  your 
secrets  ;  but  first  of  all  I  must  flatter  you 
up  a  little  bit.  Only  think  of  your  daugh- 
ter, aged  six,  having  made  a  conquest  yes- 
terday." 

"Of  whom?"  smiled  Brenda. 

"  Of  some  one  whom  I  always  sus- 
pected of  being  an  old  love  of  yours, 
only  if  you  ever  had  a  love  before  your 
present  one,  I  doubt  if  you  would  have 
worn  so  well." 

"Am  I  then  to  infer,"  said  Brenda,  much 
amused,   "that — " 

"  No,  no,"  interrupted  Lady  Chessingham, 
hastily,  "  don't  infer  anything — at  least 
not  about  me — that's  dangerous  ground — 
but     about     this     important     conquest — do 
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you  know  it  was  the  Duke  of  Arran ! 
He  saw  the  child  by  my  side  in  the 
carriage,  and  seemed  actually  overcome  by 
her  beauty  !  " 

"  And  asked  who  she  was  ? "  inquired 
Brenda. 

"  'No,  but  he  looked  at  her  as  if  his  very 
soul  were  in  his  eyes  and  said,  ^  Of  whom  does 
that  child  remind  me  ?  ' — and  I  said,  no  doubt 
of  her  mama,  who  was  your  old  tutor's 
daughter.  You  never  saw  anyone  so  up- 
set !  I  assure  you  that  that  Vandyke  face 
of  his  grew  livid,  and  very  soon  after  he 
rode  away.  He  has  not  forgotten  you,  Mrs. 
Carey.^' 

Brenda  felt  inclined  to  be  angry,  only  it 
was  difficult  to  be  so  with  Lady  Chessingham. 
She  so  evidently  gave  utterance  to  what- 
ever came  uppermost  in  her  mind,  with- 
out a  thought  of  giving  offence  or  pain, 
that  people   scarcely  heeded  what  she  said. 
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but  set  it  all  down  to  her  natural  reck- 
lessness. 

Brenda,  therefore,  purposely  changed  the 
conversation,  and  asked  what  was  the  peti- 
tion which  the  marchioness  had  come  to  make 
about  the  next  day. 

"  Oh,  by-the-bye,  yes  ! — Sunday  ! — why,  I 
am  told  that  the  new  Bishop  of  L —  is  to 
preach  at  St.  Paul's  to-morrow,  and  I  am 
dying  to  hear  him.  Will  you  go  with 
me?" 

"I  am  so  ignorant  that  I  really  do 
not  recollect  who  he  is,  or  was,"  re- 
turned Brenda,  "but  is  he  so  very 
eloquent  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know.  I  ought  to  have 
said  I  was  dying  to  see  him,  for  that 
is  nearer  the  truth.  They  tell  me  he  is 
the  best  looking  man  that  ever  ascended 
a  pulpit." 

Brenda  held  up  her  hand. 

VOL.  n.  N 
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^^Dear  Lady  Cliessingham ! — "  she 
began. 

^^  Ah !  '^  cried  the  marchioness,  '^  there 
you  go  again,  Avith  your  ^  dear  Lady 
Chessingham '  and  your  face  of  reproof, 
^  severe  in  youthful  majesty ;'  but  wait  my 
dear !  wait  till  you  have  no  interest  in 
life — wait  till  the  sympathies  of  your  nature 
are  only  called  into  play  by  excitements  out- 
side the  walls  of  your  home,  and  then 
throw  a  stone  at  me! — however,  I  forgive 
you,   but  will  you  go  ?  " 

Yes.  For  once  Brenda  consented  to 
break  through  her  general  rules,  and  send- 
ing little  Brenda  to  church  with  her  papa 
the  next  day,  she  found  herself  just 
before  eleven  o'clock,  making  her  way  up 
a  crowded  aisle,  following  the  Marchio- 
ness of  Chessingham,  to  hear  the  new 
bishop. 

The    service    was    beautifully    performed. 
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Brenda  was  absorbed  in  admiration.  She 
did  not  live  in  fashionable  regions,  and 
she  was  not  accustomed  to  the  perfection  of 
singing  and  chanting  which  she  met  here. 
Once  or  twice  she  looked  at  her  companion 
when  any  chant  in  particular  attracted  her 
attention,  but  Lady  Chessingham's  coun- 
tenance betrayed  no  emotion  of  any  kind. 
There  she  sat,  or  stood,  or  knelt,  with 
the  same  expression  of  utter  indifference 
which  seemed  to  be  the  characteristic 
of  her  features,  and  Brenda  pitied 
her. 

^^  What  a  lost  existence !  '^  thought  she 
to  herself;  ^^is  it  possible  that  this  poor 
woman  is  incapable  of  any  sort  of  feehng? 
— can  she  not  even  feel  gratitude? — 
does  not  this  beautiful  service  lift  up 
her  heart,  even  momentarily,  to  the 
Giver  of  all  her  blessings  ? — can  it  be 
possible     that     she     is     unaware     of   their 

n2 
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possession  ? — that  she  never  thanks  God 
on  her  knees  for  her  health,  her  beauty, 
her  wealth,    her  position  ?" 

No.  As  far  as  human  eye  could  see,  the 
Marchioness  of  Chessingham's  life  was  a 
blank — ^her  heart,  an  appendage  to  her  sys- 
tem, the  use  of  which  she  had  never 
learnt.  Its  functions  apparently  had  never 
been  called  into  action. 

So  thought  Brenda,  as  they  sat  together 
in  that  church,  and  so  she  would  most 
probably  have  continued  to  think  to  the 
end  of  time,  had  it  not  been  for  a  circum- 
stance which  occurred  before  they  rose  to 
return  home. 

When  the  bishop  first  ascended  the  pulpit 
Brenda  was  on  her  knees,  her  face  hidden 
in  her  hands.  When  she  rose.  Lady 
Chessingham,  though  seated,  was  bending 
down,  with  one  hand  over  her  eyes. 

From  her,  Brenda  naturally  turned  towards 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  181 

the  pulpit,  but  not  until  the  first  tones  of  a 
voice  that  brought  back  a  thousand  memo- 
ries, had  sent  the  warm  life-blood  flying  and 
thrilling  all  over   her. 

How  many  years  had  passed  since  last  she 
had  heard  that  voice !  yet  how  unforgotten 
was  its  sound!  Time,  and  the  changes 
and  chances  of  life,  and  the  varieties  of 
their  positions,  had  separated  them,  but 
Brenda  clung  to  that  voice  with  undi- 
minished regard,  and  gazed  with  a  sort  of 
melancholy  affection  on  the  striking,  and 
little  altered  features  of  Dr.  Cuthbert,  Bishop 
of  L— . 

And  how  delightedly  she  listened!  with 
what  wrapt  attention !  with  what  glowing 
enjoyment !  every  word  struck  to  her  heart, 
and  she  seemed  once  more  sitting  in 
Worthington  church  hearing  her  father's  fa- 
vourite curate  pouring  forth  his  eloquence  to 
all  the  old  and  well-known  faces,  when  sud- 
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denly — she  had  fancied  for  several  minutes 
that  Lady  Chessingham  had  been  creeping 
nearer  and  nearer  to  her,  but  being  much 
absorbed  she  had  taken  but  little  heed, 
until  at  last  the  pressure  increased — she 
heard  something  like  a  gasping  sigh — and 
turning  hastily  round,  she  was  just  in 
time  to  support  the  marchioness,  who 
the  next  moment,  lay  senseless  in  her 
arms. 

In  a  fashionable  and  crowded  church 
such  casualties  as  this  are  not  of  unfre- 
quent  occurrence ;  consequently  Brenda  found 
herself  speedily  and  ably  assisted  the  mo- 
ment the  state  of  her  companion  was  per- 
ceived. 

Lady  Chessingham's  fainting  fit  was 
not  long.  She  rallied  by  a  powerful 
effort — a  sort  of  determination  not  to 
be  mastered  by  her  feelings — ^but  no  sooner 
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was  she  again  in  her  own  carriage,  than 
seizing  Brenda's  hands  she  exclaimed, 

^^  Mrs.  Carey,  I  had  rather  have 
died  than  that  this  should  have  hap- 
pened !  " 

"Nay,  why  so?"  said  Brenda,  soothingly, 
"you  could  not  possibly  help  it.  A  faint- 
ness  steals  over  one  so  suddenly  sometimes, 
and  the  heat  was  quite  sufficient  to  account 

for  it;^ 

"  No,  not  in  that  odious,  wretched 
woman's  eyes ! "  replied  the  marchioness, 
with  a  vehemence  which  fairly  mystified 
Mrs.  Carey;  "they  were  fixed  on  me  from 
the  very  first  moment — it  was  she  who 
made  me  come  to  hear  him — she  did  it 
on  purpose — she  pretended  to  forget  his 
name,  and  she  must  have  known  it  from  the 
first!" 

Brenda  was  a  perfect   child   in  the   ways 
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and  the  wickednesses  of  the  great  world. 
She  had  lived  so  secluded  a  life  that  she 
had  not  even  the  experience  of  a  girl  of 
eighteen,  as  far  as  flirtations  and  love-affairs 
went.  No  wonder,  therefore,  that  she  was 
shocked  at  the  inferences  the  words  of  Lady 
Chessingham  obliged  her  to  draw.  She 
could  hardly  credit  her  senses. 

''  But,"  said  she,  "  of  whom  are  you  speak- 
ing ?  what  can  you  possibly  mean  ?  who  has 
done  this  on  purpose  ? " 

"  The  duchess,  of  course ! — that  vile 
Duchess  of  Arran !  and  she  sat  four  benches 
before  us,  and  the  last  objects  I  saw  were  her 
serpent  eyes,  shining  on  me  from  behind  one 
of  the  columns !  All  this  will  go  the  round 
of  the  room  at  Lady  Altenbury's  to-night 
— oh  !  "  repeated  the  marchioness,  with  bitter 
energy,  ^^  I  had  rather  have  died  than 
that  it   should  have  happened!" 

Brenda   sat    sad  and   silent   by   her   side. 
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She  was  weaving  a  story  in  her  own  mind 
— a  story  which  took  her  back  many 
years — ^to  the  day  of  Lord  Ellerley's  ma- 
jority, when  Mr.  Cuthbert  had  made  his 
anxiety  to  leave  Linton  so  evident,  and 
when  her  poor  father  had  fondly  thought 
the  young  man's  generous  offer  to  resign  a 
rectory  for  a  curacy,  was  made  for  Brenda's 
sake  alone ! 

Yet  Brenda  did  not  weave  quite  the  right 
edition.  She  was  not  sufficiently  world- 
wise  for  that.  The  story  she  pictured  to 
herself  was,  that  a  mutual  attachment 
had  subsisted  between  Lady  Rosa  and 
the  young  rector,  and  that,  of  course, 
with  the  Marquis  of  Chessingham  in 
view,  neither  Lord  nor  Lady  Linton 
could  countenance  so  unequal  an  alli- 
ance. 

"Yet  she  has  cared  for  him  through- 
out,"   dreamt    Brenda,     "and    this    is    the 
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reason  of  her  cold  indifference — ^her  love- 
less heart — her  bitter  view  of  life  ! — ^well ! 
— it  might  have  been  the  same  with  me, 
had  I  not  had  a  different  education.  I 
dare  not  blame  her  when  I  recollect 
the  school  in  which  she  was  brought  up. 
My  poor  father's  ruling  principles  were 
conscience,  and  duty — ^how  do  I  know 
in  what  principles  Lady  Eosa  was 
reared?" 

As  these  thoughts  passed  through  her 
mind,  Lady  Chessingham's  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  her,  scanning  her  speaking 
countenance. 

"I  see  you  are  thinking  of  me," 
said  she  at  last ;  ^^  now  tell  me  honestly, 
dear  Mrs.  Carey — do  you  pity  or  con- 
demn?" 

"  Pity,  certainly  !"  answered  Brenda, 
warmly. 

''  Well— I      don't      like      pity,      but      I 
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don't  mind  it  so  much  from  you.  I 
had  rather  you  pitied  than  despised 
me.'' 

"  I  should  never  despise  you  Lady 
Chessingham.  When  I  look  at  you  and 
think  of  you,  I  have  but  one  wish,  and 
that  is,  that  I  could  have  been  a  spirit 
at  the  side  of  your  parents  when  there 
was    a  question   of  your   marriage   with — " 

She  paused,  and  her  companion  gave  her 
one   keen  inquiring  glance. 

"  What  would  you  have  done  ? "  said 
she. 

"  Advised  that  your  heart — which  I  now 
see  is  not  such  an  icicle  as  you  would  have 
had  me  believe — should  be  permitted  to  follow 
its  own  guidance,  though  at  the  sacrifice 
of  a  brilliant  position ! — I  would  have  had 
you  both  happy,  at  the  expense  of  all 
worldly  ambition ;  dear  Lady  Chessingham, 
that   would  have   made  another  creature  of 
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you,  perhaps  of  you  both ! — it   would  have 
saved  you  heart  and  soul !  " 

The  marchioness  clasped  her  hands. 

"  Good  Heavens  !  ^'  she  exclaimed,  ^'  can 
such  as  I  have  excited  an  interest  in 
such  a  bosom  as  yours  ?  Mrs.  Carey, 
you  are  too  good,  too  innocent,  for  a 
world  like  this !  what  a  pure  and  beauti- 
ful interpretation  you  have  put  upon  my 
story!  But  be  it  so.  I  have  not  courage 
to  break  up  the  delusion — never  mind — 
here  we  are  at  your  door,  and  I  am  glad, 
for  once,  to  part  with  you,  for  if  we  had  time 
to  talk  any  more  to-day,  you  would  end  by 
hating   me  !  " 

Brenda  told  her  husband  that  evening 
every  word  that  had  passed  between  her- 
self and  the  marchioness,  and  did  not 
hesitate  to  condemn  most  strongly  the 
spiteful  conduct  of  the  Duchess  of 
Arran. 
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'^  It  was  worse  than  spiteful,"  said  she, 
"  it  was  cruel !  Had  Lady  Chessingham 
any  love  for  her  husband,  that  would  have 
been  her  safeguard — an  antidote  against 
the  shock — but  poor  thing  it  was  evidently 
a  manage  de  convenance,  and  thus  the 
conduct  of  the  duchess  becomes  a  cruel 
joke,  particularly  from  one  who  professes 
I  suppose,  to  be  her  friend,  and  who  must 
have  stayed  often  enough  at  Linton  to 
learn   all   the   family  secrets.'' 

'^  I  cannot  defend  the  duchess,"  re- 
marked Dr.  Carey,  "  but  at  the  same  time 
I  have  my  doubts  as  to  the  perfect  cor- 
rectness of  your  reading  of  Lady  Chessing- 
ham's  romance.  Are  you  certain  the  attach- 
ment was  mutual  ?  " 

''  My  dear  husband !  would  she  have  fainted 
at  the  sight  of  him  ?  " 

"Ah — on  her  side,  granted! — but  on 
hisV 
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Brenda  looked  puzzled. 

"  Brenda,"  continued  Dr.  C  arey,  "  I  shall 
never  trust  my  powers  of  penetration 
again,  if,  when  I  first  made  your 
acquaintance,  you  were  not  yourself 
the  object  of  Mr.  Cuthbert's  attentions, 
intentions,  and,  in  fact,  the  secret  object 
of  his  adoration ;  only  you  know,  my 
Brenda,  you  made  up  so  very  openly  to 
me,  that  I  could  not  avoid  cutting  him 
out.^' 

Back  flew  all  Brenda's  thoughts,  al- 
though a  smile  was  on  her  lips.  Had 
her  father  then  been  right  after  all? — 
had  Mr.  Cuthbert  really  been  attached  to 
her?  and  had  he  actually  left  Linton 
from  conscientious  motives,  to  avoid  in- 
terfering with  the  ambitious  views  of 
worldly-minded  parents  ? — Poor  Lady  Ches- 
singham!— the   more  Brenda  thought  about 
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it,  the  higher  rose  the  Bishop  of  L — , 
— the   lower   sank  the  marchioness ! 

Turn  and  twist  the  story  which  way- 
she  would,  Brenda's  simplicity  still  invested 
it  with  a  sort  of  virtue  which  unfortu- 
nately it  did  not  possess,  and  though  she 
grieved  over  the  fatal  want  of  principle 
which  had  induced  her  lofty  friend  to 
place  her  hand  in  that  of  a  husband, 
whilst  she  left  her  heart  in  possession 
of  a  lover,  still  her  gentle  nature 
recoiled  from   actual   condenmation. 

"  Judge  not,"  she  kept  whispering  to 
herself,  ^'neither  may  I  judge,  since  I 
know  not,  neither  do  I  wish  to  know, 
all  the  melancholy  particulars.  All  I 
know  is  that  she  is  unhappy,  and  I 
must  not  desert  her.  In  every  case,  how- 
ever apparently  sinful,  there  may  be  ex- 
tenuating   cuxumstances.       At    all     events. 
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there  is  a  certain  shadow  of  resemblance 
in  our  stories  which  ought  to  prevent  me, 
of  all  people,  from  casting  at  her  a 
single  stone !  " 
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CHAPTEK    XII. 

The  Duke  of  Arran  sat  in  his  library,  at 
a  table  profusely  strewn  with  papers,  a  sight 
sufficient  to  confuse  any  man's  brain,  even 
had  there  not  been  seated  opposite  to  him 
a  wife,  and  that  wife  asking  for  money. 

The  Duke's  elbows  were  on  the  table,  and 
he  held  his  temples  with  the  palms  of  his 
hands, — an  attitude  indicative  of  equal  weari- 
ness and  vexation.  One  very  long  bill  lay 
open  before  him. 

"  My  dear  Emma,"  he  was  saying,  '^  I  should 
not  for  a  moment  hesitate  to  accede  to  your 
request,  were  not  this  frightful  bill  before  me, 

VOL.  II.  0 
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still  unpaid,  and  I  give  you  my  honour  I  do 
not  see  my  way  to  pay  it." 

^^  That  is  not  your  affau^,"  retorted  the 
Duchess,  ^4t  was  not  my  intention  that  that 
bill  should  ever  meet  your  sight.  It  was 
a  piece  of  most  unwarrantable  impertinence 
its  being  enclosed  to  you  at  all,  but  I  really 
think,  considering  the  fortune  I  brought  you, 
you  need  not  complain,  when  I  ask  you  to 
advance  me  two  thousand  pounds  just  for 
a  few  days." 

'^  This  bill,"  said  the  duke,  mildly,  ^'  amounts 
to  two  thousand  three  hundred  and  thirty 
three  pounds." 

"That's  right!"  exclaimed  her  grace,  with 
a  vulgarity  which  always  jarred  most  painfully 
on  the  refined  feelings  of  her  husband, 
"make  the  most  of  it.     Are  there  no  pence?" 

"And  all  for  jewels!"  he  added  in  a  low 
voice. 

"Well,  and  what  of  it?     I  inust  be  pro- 
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perly  dressed,  and  you  may  think  yourself 
very  fortunate  that  the  money  does  not  go  in 
silks  and  satins.     Jewels  are  heir-looms.'' 

The  duke  smiled  bitterly.  Where  were  the 
heirs  that  were  to  inherit  all  the  costly  trea- 
sury of  her  grace's  gems?  Eight  years  had 
he  been  married,  and  the  marriage  had  been 
unblessed  by  the  heir  for  which  he  had  longed 
and  prayed,  and  yet  she  boldly  told  him  that 
the  objects  of  her  wanton  extravagance  were 
heir-looms ! 

His  smile  brought  the  colour  up  into  her 
face.  It  made  her  recollect  a  certain  cousin 
of  hers — Joddrell  by  name — an  antipathy  of 
the  Duke's,  on  whom  the  Joddrell  estates 
were  strictly  entailed  failing  direct  heirs. 
The  Duchess's  income  was  large,  it  was  true, 
but  a  cautious  old  father  had  taken  good  care 
that  no  reckless  fingers  should  squander  the 
principal  of  all  his  hard-earned  gold.  It  is 
true  that  Emma  Joddrell  brought  her  husband 

0  2 
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twelve  thousand  a-year,  but  she  knew  well 
how  to  spend  it,  and  for  the  last  four  years 
they  had  managed  fearfully  to  exceed  the 
joint  income. 

Not  one  straw  did  the  Duchess  care. 
What  she  wanted,  she  insisted  upon  having, 
and  when  her  husband  solemnly  assured  her 
that  his  man  of  business,  Mr.  Maroney,  had  in 
vain  tried  to  raise  more  money  on  the  Irish 
estates,  she  coolly  suggested  that  they  should 
in  that  case,  try  what  the  English  would 
yield. 

'^  You  know  I  can't  touch  the  Joddrell  pro- 
perty, or  you  may  depend  upon  it  I  should 
not  be  so  punctilious  as  you  are.  By-the-bye, 
what  were  you  doing  with  all  those  sketches 
of  churches  here  yesterday  ?  " 

^^  Consulting  with  Maroney  as  to  the  eligi- 
bility of  a  site  for  a  church  at  Slane 
Abbey." 

^^You  don't  mean  to  say  you  are  going 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  197 

to  build  another  churcli?"  exclaimed  the 
duchess,  indignantly. 

"  Please  God,"  replied  the  duke,  sadly,  ^'  I 
hope  to  do  so  before  I  die.'' 

^^  And  pray  what  is  it  to  cost?" 

^^  Here  are  the  estimates.  I  have  no 
secrets  from  you,  Emma.  The  first  estimate 
is  for  a  church  of  considerable  size,  but  not 
too  large  for  the  exigencies  of  that  district;  it 
would  cost  five  thousand  pounds.  The  second 
is  for  a  less  costly  edifice,  and  of  course 
a  smaller  one.  That  would  come  to  about 
three  thousand  five  hundred. 

"And  on  which  have  you  decided?"  she 
asked  in  a  voice  of  concentrated  fury. 

"  On  neither,"  replied  that  gentle  suffering 
voice,  "  but  I  should  like  to  do  it  well  while 
I  am  about  it.  I  have  almost  decided  on  the 
first." 

Then  broke  forth  the  storm. 

"  Five  thousand  pounds  for  a  church  on  an 
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estate  in  Ireland  which  you  never  go  near, 
and  which  you  will  never  see  when  you  have 
built  it?  Five  thousand  pounds  for  stones 
and  mortar  which  will  bring  all  the  priests 
about  your  ears  like  hornets  ?  Five  thousand 
pounds  spent  on  people  who  will  never  appre- 
ciate one  farthing  of  it,  yet  there  you  sit, 
grudging  me  a  paltry  two  thousand  to  support 
my  appearance  in  the  society  in  which  it  was 
your  own  pleasure  to  place  me ! " 

She  was  out  of  breath,  but  as  she  uttered 
these  last  words,  the  duke  just  gave  her  a  sort 
of  unintentional  furtive  glance,  and  this  time 
the  colour  settled  angrily  in  her  face ;  it  dyed 
her  complexion  up  to  the  roots  of  her  hair,  and 
before  even  he  could  withdraw  his  eyes  she  had 
turned  away.     Now,  it  was  his  turn  to  speak. 

"Am  I  to  understand,"  said  he,  "that  you 
wish  me  to  advance  you  two  thousand  pounds 
in  addition  to  paying  this  bill  of  two  thousand 
three  hun — " 
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^^  That  bill  has  been  owing  these  four 
years/'  interrupted  the  duchess,  evasively. 

"  And  may  I  ask  if  this  extra  two 
thousand  is  also  to  be  converted  into 
jewels?" 

"  Not  all,"  she  replied,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation — for  the  fact  was,  she  was  about  to 
challenge  his  right  to  question  her  at  all  on  the 
subject,  only  she  recollected  in  time  that 
this  time  it  was  his  money — not  her  own — 
she  had  long  run  out  of  her  own  allowance — and 
this  was  one  of  her  oft-recurring  calls  upon  his 
liberality — ''  not  all,"  she  replied,  "  but  some  of 
it  is.  That  emerald  net  of  mine  is  a  failure ; 
I  can't  wear  it  till  it  is  altered;  it  does 
not  light  up  well,  and  I  mean  to  have 
an   opal   put   for   every   alternate  emerald." 

"  Cannot  the  man  take  the  alternate 
emeralds  in  exchange  ? "  suggested  the  hus- 
band. 

"  Can     you    not     do    with     your    cheap 
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church?"  retorted   the    wife,  and   the    duke 
was  silenced. 

This  was  one  of  those  coarse  speeches  of 
hers  which  pierced  him  like  a  dagger,  and  as 
his  hands  slipped  down  from  his  temples  and 
served  to  cover  his  eyes,  anyone  who  had  had 
a  spark  of  affection  or  feeling  for  him  would 
have  seen   him   shudder. 

But  she  saw  nothing! — her  words  were 
two-edged  swords,  and  she  seemed  to  glory 
in  using  them,  not  in  marking  their  effect. 
At  the  present  moment  too,  her  rage  and 
excitement  were  too  great  to  admit  of  her 
having  any  consideration  for  that  gentle  and 
forbearing  man,  and  she  was  preparing  to 
leave  the  room  when  a  servant  opened  the 
door. 

"  Dr.  Carey,  your  grace." 

"  I  will  be  with  him  immediately,"  and 
she  went  direct  to  her  own  room.  Her 
maid   was  in   waiting,    apparently    half  ex- 
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pecting  her.  ^^  Give  me  my  stuff,  Belling- 
ham/'  said  she,  throwing  herself  panting  into 
a  chair,  ^^  and  give  me  a  few  drops  over — 
I  am  very  bad  to-day." 

^^  Oh,  your  grace!"  exclaimed  the  young 
woman,  imploringly,  "Dr.  Carey  is  here — 
he  will  find  it  out,  your  grace,  indeed  he 
will! — if  you  only  knew  how  he  cross- 
questioned  me  the  last  time  he  was 
here,  when  your  grace  had  taken  only 
one  drop  more  than  usual,  and  it  upset 
you  so  !  " 

"  I  can't  help  it,  Bellingham.  I  am  so 
excited  to-day  that  you  will  see  it  will 
not  have  any  effect  at  all.  It  will  only 
calm  me.  I  cannot  go  down  to  the 
man  in  this  state.  I  am  trembling  all 
over." 

"  Oh,  if  you  please  your  grace,"  persisted 
Bellingham,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  in 
a    tone    of     almost     affectionate      entreaty, 
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"Dr.  Carey  sees  through  everything.  He 
wont  mind  the  trembhng,  but  he'll  find 
out  the  other.  My  lady,"  she  added, 
mysteriously  lowering  her  voice  to  a 
whisper,  "  he'll  smell  it  as  sure  as 
fate !  " 

"  ril  keep  him  at  arm's  length,  my 
good  woman,"  cried  the  duchess,  "  so 
not  another  word.  Which  is  best,  to  be  the 
shaking  wretch  I  am  now,  than  the  brilliant 
creature  he  shall  see  me  five  minutes 
hence  ?  " 

Meanwhile  the  duke  still  sat  in  his 
library  in  the  self-same  attitude  in  which 
his  wife  had  left  him,  buried  deep  in 
thought.  For  the  first  time  in  his 
life  he  knew  what  it  was  to  be  in  pe- 
cuniary difficulties,  and  he  now  thanked 
Grod  in  his  heart  for  having  withheld  fi:-om 
him  what   he   had   prayed   for    so   fervently 
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as  the  only  blessing  he  did  not  possess — 
children ! 

Without  children,  these  money-troubles, 
though  difficult  to  bear,  were  not  beyond 
his  strength.  He  had  no  sons  (he 
thanked  God)  to  whom  the  impoverished 
estates  would  descend.  He  had  no 
daughters  (he  thanked  God),  whose  moral 
education  would  be  in  the  hands  of  such  a 
mother ! 

Then,  thinking  of  her,  his  thoughts 
wandered  far  and  far  back  into  bygone  days, 
and  he  recollected,  as  if  it  were  but 
yesterday,  the  ride  he  had  taken  as  a 
boy  with  his  tutor  in  Ireland,  when  Dr. 
Burgess  had  taken  him  to  a  high  point, 
and  showing  him  all  his  possessions 
stretched  out  before  him,  had  said,  "These 
are  your  talents,"  and  told  him  the  use 
God  would  expect  him  to  make  of  them. 
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And  from  the  hour  that  those  wide  and 
populated  districts  had  become  his  own, 
he  had  never  ceased  to  bestow  time,  and 
thought,  and  money  in  profusion  upon 
them,  and  his  constant  anxiety  was  to  do 
his  duty  towards  all  who  required  his  care 
and  protection. 

And  this,  aided  by  an  excellent  agent, 
his  conscience  told  him  he  had  done, 
until  suddenly  his  hands  became  tied,  and 
his  resources  crippled  by  want  of  money ! 
He  could  hardly  believe  his  ears ;  want 
of  money,  with  an  income  of  five  and 
twenty  thousand  a-year  ? — yes — want  of 
money — and  worse  than  that,  exorbitant 
debts,  incurred  by  the  duchess — debts 
which  had  been  running  on  for  years, 
and  of  the  existence  of  which  he  had  been 
totally   ignorant ! 

Worse  too  than  this,  his  wife  did  not 
seem    the    least    alarmed    at    the   state   of 
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their  finances.  If  money  was  not  forth- 
coming to  buy  her  jewels,  and  meet  her 
reckless  extravagancies,  then  it  must  be 
raised,  that's  all ! — and  these  were  not 
half  the  unhappy  circumstances  against 
which  the  broken-hearted  Duke  of  Arran 
had   to    contend. 

But  ^^  the  heart  knoweth  its  own  bitter- 
ness ;" — he  said  nothing — it  was  his  own 
fault  originally,  and  he  bore  it  all  un- 
complainingly, so  that  the  world  never 
doubted  but  that  he  was  a  happy,  pros- 
perous man.  A  skeleton  was  in  his 
house,  but  like  all  skeletons  in  all  houses, 
it   was    cautiously   hidden. 

As  Dr.  Carey  impatiently  paced  up  and 
down  the  drawing-rooms,  he  was  turning 
over  and  over  in  his  mind  the  case  of  his 
new  patient,  and  he  resolved  that  that  day 
he  would  not  be  baffled.  He  would  dis- 
cover the  cause  of  the  sensations  she   com- 
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plained  of,  or  he  would  say,  ^^I  have  been 
unfortunate  in  not  discovering  a  remedy  for 
your  malady,  and  I  therefore  resign  you 
into  more  able  hands." 

Just  as  he  came  to  this  resolution,  the 
door  was  thrown  open,  and  in  walked  the 
duchess  in  full  sail,  a  bouquet  of  heliotropes 
in  her  hand,  and  holding  to  her  nose  a 
handkerchief  powerfully  saturated  with 
patchouli. 

Dr.  Carey  was  nearly  knocked  down  by 
the  mingled  odours. 

"  Your  grace  has  stronger  nerves  than  I 
have,"  said  he,  ^4f  you  can  bear  that  most 
overpowering  of  scents.  Forgive  me  if, 
during  my  visit,  I  request  you  to  let 
me  relieve  you  of  that  pocket-handker- 
chief." 

And  before  she  could  put  herself  on  her 
guard,  he   took    it  coolly  out    of  her  hand, 
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and  walking  with  a  rapid  step  into  the  back 
drawing-room,  he  flung  it  into  the  conser- 
vatory, and  returned  with  his  teeth  set,  and 
his  lips  compressed,  to  the  side  of  his 
patient. 

The  duchess,  radiant  as  she  had  been  on 
her  entrance,  was  taken  aback  by  this  bold 
stroke;  still  she  recollected  that  she  had 
promised  Bellingham  to  keep  him  at  arm's 
length,  and  accordingly  seated  herself  on  a 
sofa  and  waved  him  to  a  chair  some  little 
way  off. 

But  this  too  failed.  Before  she  could  take 
any  precautions,  he  was  on  the  sofa  by  her 
side.  There  was  no  help  for  it  now  but 
the  bouquet  of  heliotropes,  and  these  she 
held  up  most   pertinaciously. 

''  Will  your  grace  do  me  the  favour  to 
turn  to  the  light  ? — a  Httle  more  if  you 
please — yes — now    again    forgive     me     for 
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being  tyrannical,  but  heliotropes  are  my 
aversion !  I  must  entreat  you  to  sacrifice 
that  bouquet   for  my  sake." 

And  taking  it  out  of  her  hand  as  per- 
emptorily as  he  had  taken  the  handker- 
chief, he  placed  it  carefully  in  a  glass 
vase  on  the  table,  and  returned  to  the 
charge. 

The  duchess  was  denuded  of  all  her  anti- 
dotes. She  turned  furiously  red.  In  vain 
she  leant  back.  '  The  more  she  retreated, 
the  nearer  came  those  searching  eyes,  and 
in  another  moment,  by  the  bland  courtesy 
of  his  manner,  she  saw  that  she  was  dis- 
covered. 

He  retreated  to  the  distant  chair  she 
had  at  first  indicated  for  him — ^he  restored  her 
her  odoriferous  bouquet — he  even  offered  to 
go  and  bring  her  back  her  handkerchief, 
but  this  she  haughtily  declined.  She  was 
getting  very  angry. 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  209 

^^  Duchess  of  Arran,"  said  he  at  last, 
when  he  saw  the  tone  she  was  adopting, 
"no  case  for  some  time  has  perplexed  me 
more  than  yours.  Without  wishing  to  boast, 
I  must  inform  you  that  I  am  seldom  or 
ever  baffled  where  I  give  my  mind  to  a 
malady,  but  I  confess  yours  had  nearly 
baffled  me.  To-day,  however,  I  see  my 
way.  When  your  grace  permits  me  to 
attend  you  without  the  intervention  of 
any  other  agent — without  a  rival,  in 
fact—'' 

"A  rival.  Dr.  Carey?''  she  exclaimed, 
indignantly. 

"Yes — a  rival! — a  silent,  secret,  speech- 
less, bloodless  rival,  but  one  so  dangerous 
and  so  insidious  that  I  decline  entering  the 
lists  against  him.  You  must  choose  be- 
tween him  and  me.  In  one  word,  cannot 
your  grace  live  on  my  medicines  and 
banish     for    ever    from     your    dressing-case 

VOL.  II.  P 
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a  poison  so  subtle,  so  dangerous,  so 
fascinating,  and  so  deadly  as — opium? 

He  paused  before  he  uttered  the  word, 
that  he  might  fix  her  eye,  and  he  suc- 
ceeded, for,  apparently  spell-bound,  the  di- 
lated pupil  of  those  restless  eyes  turned 
full  upon  him  as  he  hesitated  to  pronounce 
the  word. 

^^  Dr.  Carey,"  said  she,  "  I  do  not  take 
opium." 

"  Call  it  any  name  you  please,"  he  re- 
plied, with  much  warmth;  ^^but  I  cannot 
permit  you  to  kill  yourself  without  at  least 
remonstrating.  You  are  in  the  habit  of 
taking  a  drug — a  stimulant — a  something 
which  builds  you  up  for  a  time,  but  which 
is  undermining  your  constitution.  Now  I 
will  tell  you  the  truth  boldly,  because  I 
have  studied  your  character,  and  I  know 
that  you  can  bear  it.  If  you  persist  in 
this  system,  I  will  not  give  you  five  years 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  211 

of  life — if  you  will  adopt  mine,  I  will  cure 
you." 

^^But  if  I  adopt  yours,"  exclaimed  the 
duchess,  "  I  shaU  have  to  combat,  for  a 
time,  feelings  which  will  drive  me  mad 
before  your  cure  can  be  completed!  Nay, 
Dr.  Carey,  don't  argue  the  point — you 
know  I  am  right,  and  I  know  exactly  of  how 
much  courage  I  am  capable.  Ask  the  habitual 
drunkard — I  mean  the  drunkard  who  flies 
to  that  vice  from  misery — ask  him  if  he 
would  rather  resign  it,  or  die,  and  he  will 
say,  die ! — I  say  the  same.  I  have  not 
the  courage  to  give  up  the  only  consola- 
tion I  have  in  the  world — I  had  rather  die! 
and  so — adieu.'' 

Her  voice  trembled  on  the  word,  and 
she  held  out  her  hand.  Dr.  Carey  bowed 
over  it,  and  took  his  leave,  and  that 
evening  he  told  his  wife  that  he 
had     seen     the     Duchess     of     Arran     for 
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the      last      time,     as     well      as     the     rea- 
son. 

^^  Her  life  will  be  very  short,"  said  he, 
"  and  I  grieve  to  think  that  she  throws 
the  precious  gift  away  herself,  although  I 
own  that  the  more  I  see  her  the  less 
interest  I  feel  in  her.  The  moment  I 
solved  her  mystery  I  lost  my  interest,  and 
yet  I  have  never  been  fairly  behind  the 
scenes.  She  is  too  cunning  to  permit 
that,  therefore  in  common  conscience,  the 
least  I   could   do   was,    to   resign." 

"  As  for  me,"  observed  Brenda  in  answer 
to  these  remarks,  "the  little  I  have  heard 
of  her  has  made  me  dislike  her  so  much 
that  I  never  wish  to  see  her.  The  most 
interesting  to  me,  of  all  your  great  world 
friends,  is  poor  Lady  Chessingham.  Now 
you,  who  know  everything,  tell  me  the 
secret  of  her  misery !  for  miserable  she  is, 
in    spite    of    all    her    worldly     advantages, 
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and  yet  people  say  her  husband  adores 
her." 

'^  Adores  her  to  such  a  pitch  of  jealousy/' 
said  Dr.  Carey,  "that  she  has  not  a  mo- 
ment's peace  of  her  life ! " 

"And  without  cause?"  said  Brenda,  in- 
terrogatively, and  half  fearfully. 

"Ah,"  returned  her  husband,  hastily  col- 
lecting his  hat,  gloves,  papers,  and  a  thou- 
sand other  things,  "  the  less  said  about  that, 
my  Brenda,  the  better ! " 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Brenda,  in  her  quiet  home-life,  separated 
by  inclination,  by  necessity,  and  even  by 
remoteness  of  residence,  from  the  gay, 
great  world,  knew  nothing  of  its  turmoil 
and  troubles  except  what  she  learnt  from 
her  husband,  and  even  that  information  be- 
came less  and  less,  as  his  practice  daily 
increased. 

Morning,  noon,  and  night  was  Dr.  Carey 
in  universal  request ;  neither  would  society 
give  him  up,  for  he  was  too  great  an  ac- 
quisition both  at  parties  and  at  scientific 
meetings,  to  be  excused  occasional  attend- 
ance, till  at    last    even    those   who    exacted 
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most  from  him  began  to  say  he  was  wear- 
ing himself  out. 

Brenda,  an  anxious  and  devoted  wife, 
had  long  seen  it,  but  what  could  be  said 
against  the  arguments  of  one  who  was  heart 
and  soul  in  his  profession  ?  To  toil  as  he 
did,  was  life  to  him,  according  to  his  own 
ideas,  and  he  often  declared  that  were 
he  even  to  allow  himself  more  rest  than 
a  month's  run  abroad  in  September,  the 
reaction  would  kill  him. 

For  him  to  spend  an  evening  with 
Brenda,  alone  and  uninterrupted,  was  an 
event  of  very  rare  occurrence,  but  it  so 
happened  that  towards  the  close  of  a  gay 
and  crowded  season,  he  one  day  declared 
to  her  that  he  really  thought  they  might 
that  evening  reckon  upon  a  holiday. 

''  And  to  spend  it  suitably,"  he  added, 
''  we  will  go  to  the  play,  you  and  I — Darby 
and    Joan — my    Brenda,    and   leave    it    to 
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Stamford  to  send  for  me  if  his  intelligence 
leads  him  to  decide  I  am  really  in  re- 
quest.'' 

Stamford  was  an  assistant  of  wonderful 
tact  and  shrewdness,  whose  power  of  inven- 
tion and  composition  were  marvellous.  He 
was  never  at  a  loss  for  an  answer  accord- 
ing to  the  character  of  the  applicant  and 
the  nature  of  the  application,  and  he  had 
a  marvellous  talent  for  knowing  exactly 
when  to  rouse  Dr.  Carey  from  his  hard- 
earned  slumbers,  or  when  to  leave  him 
undisturbed. 

This  evening,  however,  promised  very 
faMy.  The  tete-a-tete  dinner  at  five  o'clock 
had  no  important  interruptions,  and  Dr. 
Carey  and  his  wife  felt  like  culprits  as 
the  door  of  the  carriage  slammed  upon 
them,  and  like  prisoners  escaped  and  free, 
when  they  found  themselves  in  a  private  box 
at  the  theatre. 
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For  two  hours  they  remained  in  undis- 
turbed possession  and  enjoyment,  but  then, 
their  holiday  was  fated  to  come  to  an 
end.  When  steps  were  suddenly  heard  hur- 
rying along  the  passage,  both  husband  and 
wife  felt  as  surely  as  if  their  names  had 
been  called,  that  the  summons  was  coming 
to  their  door,  and  there  in  truth  the  foot- 
steps  stopped. 

^^Now  for  Stamford's  face,"  said  the  doc- 
tor, but  mstead  of  Stamford,  it  was  the 
footman. 

^'  Not  for  you,  sir,"  said  he,  ^^  I  have 
brought  a  cab  for  Mrs.  Carey — I  didn't 
know  what  to  do  about  having  the  car- 
riage out — " 

^^For  me?" 

Brenda  started  up  in  an  agony, 
her  first  thought,  naturally,  the  chil- 
dren. 

"Yes,    ma'am.     Lady     Chessingham — ^her 
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ladyship  hoped  you  would  come  home 
directly — something  very  particular,  if  you 
please   ma'am,  so  I   brought   a   cab." 

What  a  relief!  what  a  happy  revulsion 
of  feeling,  although  their  evening  was 
spoilt!  but  to  have  been  suddenly  sent 
for,  having  left  four  young  children  at 
home,  and  to  find  that  it  was  for  nothing 
connected  with  them,  made  Brenda  joyfully 
give  up  her  entertainment  and  hurry  home, 
too  thankful  to  repine  for  a  moment,  and 
merely  curious — ^hardly  anxious — to  know 
what  Lady  Chessingham  could  possibly 
want   with   her   at   that   time   of  night. 

The  marchioness  was  not  in  the  dining- 
room — not  in  the  drawing-room — but  to 
Brenda' s  infinite  surprise  on  ascending  to 
her  own  room,  there  she  found  her,  ex- 
tended on  the  bed,  in  a  paroxysm  of 
grief,  alarming  to  witness  in  one  usually 
so   cold   and  passionless. 
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"So  you  are  come?"  said  she,  rising 
as  Brenda  hastily  advanced,  "you  are 
come  to  one  who  has  sought  you  as  her 
only  friend !  I  am  in  a  state,  dear  Mrs. 
Carey,  too  abject  to  be  exhibited  to  any 
of  the  butterflies  by  whom  I  am  usually 
surrounded;  and  who  knows,  but  what 
when  you  know  all,  you  also  will  be 
glad   to   turn   me   out  of  your   house !  " 

"Never,''  said  Brenda,  warmly,  and 
trying  to  speak  cheerfiilly  to  calm  and 
reassure  if  possible  her  excited  and  agitated 
friend,  "  sick,  or  sorry,  or  even  erring — 
though  that  I  can  hardly  believe  likely 
— it  is  all  the  same  to  me,  if  I  can  be 
any  comfort  or  assistance;  or  would  you 
like   to   see   Dr.    Carey?" 

"  No,  no,  no !  the  last  man  in  the 
world!  he  is  Chessingham's  friend — ^he  will 
condemn   me   at   once ! " 

Brenda    did    not    come    in    with    moral 
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sentiments  in  answer  to  this.  She  was 
not  one  of  those  ^Hruly  virtuous ''  and 
^^  truly  .pious/'  who  tear  open  a  bleeding 
wound  and  trample  on  a  trodden  worm 
by  preaching  morality  at  inconvenient  mo- 
ments. She  took  no  notice  of  the  excla- 
mation— she  merely  asked,  more  with  her 
eyes  than  her  lips,  the  meaning  of  this 
unexpected   scene. 

'^I  have  left  my  home,"  pursued  the 
marchioness,  in  an  incoherent  disjointed 
way,  "  and  I  doubt  if  I  shall  return  to  it. 
I  could  no  longer  endure  the  life  I  led, 
and  I  escaped  this  evening  intending  to 
throw  myself  on  the  protection  of  one 
who  has  been  very  kind  to  me,  knowing 
how  much   I   needed  kindness — ^' 

''Do  you  mean  myself?  '^  interrupted 
Brenda. 

^^No,"  continued  Lady  Chessingham, 
"not    you — do    not    look    so    horrified — I 
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told  you  I  thought  when  you  knew  all 
you  would  turn  me  out  of  your  house, 
but  still  you  must  hear  me;  not  you, 
Brenda !  but  circumstances  saved  me.  I 
am  not  unworthy  of  your  friendship,  thanks 
to  accident !  Had  it  rested  with  myself  I 
should  have  been  at  this  moment  compro- 
mised for  ever,  but,  as  I  said,  circum- 
stances have   saved  me." 

"  Thank    God  ! ''  whispered   Brenda. 

"  Saved  me  to  live  on  in  wretchedness,  and 
oh,  such  wretchedness !  suspected  of  every- 
thing bad !  I  cannot  speak,  or  move,  or 
look,  or  breathe,  but  I  am  accused  of  all 
manner  of  sin  and  wickedness.  Better  be 
wicked  at  once,  Brenda ! — what  is  the  use 
of  living  on  in  this  way  ? — what  is  the 
use  of  being  immaculate  when  I  get  no 
credit  for   it?  " 

"  Your    conscience,    your    approving  con- 
science," said  Brenda. 
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Lady  Chessingliani  shook  her  head. 

^'  No — it  will  not  do — I  have  been  goaded 
beyond  my  strength — taunted  at  last  for 
my  deep  regard  and  esteem  for  one 
whose  every  thought  is  for  the  good  of 
others — for  one  in  whom  there  is  no  evil ! 
— ^for  my  counsellor,  my  guide,  my  friend, 
Dr.    Cuthbertl" 

^'  The  Bishop  of  L —  ?  "  exclaimed  Brenda, 
starting. 

*^For  him  even!^'  said  the  marchioness, 
meeting  the  startled  eyes  with  a  fixed  and 
glassy  gaze,  "  yes,  even  at  last  for  him, 
and  this  opened  the  door  for  the  demon 
to  enter  my  heart,  and  I  thought  to  myself 
I  will  no  longer  be  wrongfully  accused — I 
will  have  vengeance — taunted  with  a  false- 
hood I  will  make  it  truth,  and  in  this 
mood,  Brenda,  and  with  this  determination 
I  left   my   home   two   hours   ago — " 

^^  Where    have    you    been   since  ? "  asked 
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Brenda,  with  forced  calmness,  but  in  a 
constrained  voice,  as  if  dreading  the 
reply. 

^^I  left  my  husband  at  the  dinner-table 
— I  dressed  myself,  as  you  see,  in  anything 
I  could  find — I  flew  like  a  mad  creature 
down  the  square,  and  up  the  streets  leading 
to  that  in  which  he  lives;  at  the  corner 
of  his  street  my  heart,  I  confess,  sUghtly 
failed  me,  but  the  next  moment  courage 
was  restored  to  me  and  I  flew  on.  At 
his  door  stood  his  carriage  with  four  post- 
horses — he  was  evidently  on  the  point  of 
leaving  town — never  mind — all  the  better 
for  me ! — wherever  he  was  bound  I  cared 
not — /  would  go  too — " 

"God  help  you!"  ejaculated  Brenda, 
"  and  God  did  help  you,"  she  added  em- 
phatically,   "  or  you  would   not   be   here." 

"  Perhaps  I  have  a  better-angel  belong- 
ing   to    me,"   returned  Lady    Chessingham, 
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recklessly,  ^^  perhaps  in  truth  sonie  pitying 
spirit  did  plead  for  me  and  befriend  me  in 
that  hour — ^however,  all  I  know  is,  that  just 
as  I  reached  his  door — just  as  I  thought 
to  myself  I  will  secrete  myself  in  the 
carriage — the  Bishop  passed  rapidly  down 
the  steps,  got  in,  and  exclaiming,  ^  Drive 
fast  to  C —  Park,'  all  were  gone  like  a 
vision,  before  I  could  recover  from  my 
stupor  of  surprise  and  disappointment  at 
finding  my   opportunity  lost !  " 

"  Oh,  Lady  Chessingham !  "  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Carey,  '^  you  should  have  gone  on 
your  knees  and  thanked  the  fate  that 
had   saved   you !  " 

^^  I  did  nothing  so  impossible  or  so 
theatrical — I  was  a  desperate  woman, 
foiled  in  my  intentions.  Well,  the  men- 
servants  were  still  on  the  steps,  and  know- 
ing they  would  never  recognise  me,  I 
gathered    my  veil   over    my  face   in   folds, 
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and  boldly  accosting  them,  I  asked  where 
the  bishop  was  gone  ?  ^  To  C —  Park,  near 
Windsor,'  was  the  answer;  he  had  just 
been  summoned  by  express  to  the  death- 
bed of  the  Duchess  of  Arran,  who  was 
supposed  to  have  attempted  to  destroy 
herself,  and  so,  Brenda,  I  was  saved! 
saved !  and  of  all  people  in  the  world, 
saved  by  the  Duchess  of  Arran !  " 

"Saved,"  said  Brenda,  solemnly,  "by  a 
merciful  Providence,  from  committing  an 
act  from  which  even  now,  I  can  see  that 
your  very  soul  recoils ! — Good  Heavens, 
Lady  Chessingham,  on  the  brink  of  what 
a  precipice   have  you   been   standing ! " 

"I  know  it,  and  I  meant  to  make  the 
plunge  had  I  not  been,  as  I  told  you, 
foiled! — I  would  have  flung  myself  down, 
if  only  for  the  ecstatic  rapture  of  reveng- 
ing myself  on  one  who  once  professed  to 
love  me !  '^ 

VOL.  n.  0 
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'^And  who  does  love  you/'  cried  Brenda. 
^^Lord  Chessingham  is  deeply,  perhaps 
too  deeply,  attached  to  you.  The  fault  is 
on  your  side.  Lady  Chessingham — you 
goad  him  to  madness  by  your  indiffer- 
ence." 

^^  It  is  his  fault,  Brenda  !  not  mine ! — 
I  never  deceived  him — I  told  him  when 
I  married  him  that  I  did  not  care  for 
him — I  as  much  as  told  him  if  he 
persisted  in  wishing  to  marry  me  he 
must  take  the  consequences,  and  he  did 
persist;  if  he  ever  expected  or  expects  me 
to  behave  like  a  wife  who  loves  her  hus- 
band, he  is  an  idiot ;  the  fault  is  his. 
But  let  all  that  pass — when  a  woman 
marries  a  man  she  does  not  care  for,  but 
who  professes  to  adore  her^  she  has  a 
right  to  expect  at  least  consideration,  even 
after   love   is   extinguished." 

^'Dear      Lady      Chessingham,      in     your 
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hiisband^s  case  I  assure  you  most 
solemnly  that  love  is  not  extin- 
guished/' 

^'  Dear  Mrs.  Carey/'  retorted  the 
marchioness,  petulantly,  "  you  donUt  hiow  ! 
— ^but  never  mind  that — all  I  want  to 
know  is,  what  am  I  to  do  now  ? 
where  am  I  to  go  ?  what  is  to  become 
of   me?" 

^^  You  will  go  home,  of  course," 
said  Brenda,  "and  thanking  God  as  you 
go,  that  you  have  not  forfeited  the 
right    to    re-enter    your   husband's    house." 

"  You  hit  hard,  my  dear  friend,  but  I 
deserve  it.  However,  suppose  he  has 
given    orders    to    refuse    me    admittance  ? " 

"He  cannot — he  will  not — what  can  you 
have  done  to  have  driven  him  to  such 
an  extremity?" 

"  Insinuated  to  him  pretty  plainly  that 
though   he   did'nt   care   for   me,   there   were 
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others  who  did — that  though  he  made  my 
home  unbearable,  I  had  happier  alterna- 
tives— that  though  I  had  never  cared  for 
him,  it  was  not  because  I  could  not  care 
for   anybody !  '' 

Brenda  shuddered.  She  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands,  and  sat  lost  in  thought. 
Many  conflicting  emotions  deprived  her  for 
the  moment  of  the  power  of  reply,  and  for 
some  time,  neither  the  one  nor  the  other 
uttered  a  word. 

There  they  sat,  in  the  profound  silence 
of  quiet  night,  each  too  fully  occupied 
with  their  own  reflections  to  speak. 

Suddenly,  however,  there  was  a  violent 
ring  at  the  hall  door.  Mrs.  Carey  started 
up — so  did  her  companion — and  both  lis- 
tened breathlessly.  Next  came  a  sound  of 
many  feet,  and  then.  Dr.  Carey's  step, 
mounting  the  stairs  with  unusual  ra- 
pidity. 
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Unwilling  that  he  should  see  her  com- 
panion in  the  dishevelled  state  in  which 
she  was,  and  also  hoping  to  conceal  her 
altogether  till  the  whole  affair  could  be 
hushed  up  and  her  friend  restored  to  her 
position,  Brenda  met  her  husband  at  the 
door,  thus  impeding  his  entrance  into  the 
room. 

Apparently  too  much  flurried  at  the 
moment  to  notice  this,  he  merely 
placed  in  her  hands  a  letter,  exclaiming, 

"  An  express  this  instant  arrived  from 
C —  Park — ^an  affair  of  life  and  death — 
she  has  done  it  at  last,  as  I  always  said 
she  would — " 

And  Dr.  Carey  was  proceeding  to  give 
his  wife  a  few  directions,  and  a  hasty  fare- 
well, when  again  the  bell  at  the  door  re- 
sounded through  the  house,  and  the  doc- 
tor was  summoned  in  haste  to  his 
study. 
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"A  gentleman  who  could  not  wait  a 
moment/^ 

"The  duke,  no  doubt,"  said  Dr.  Carey 
to  himself,  and  he  ran  down  stairs 
again. 

The  first  object  that  met  his  sight  was 
Lord  Chessingham,  pacing  the  floor  of  the 
library  like  a  madman. 

Eushing  impetuously  towards  Dr.  Carey, 
who,  somewhat  taken  by  surprise,  had 
paused  at  the  door,  he  seized  his  hands, 
and  without  a  word  of  preamble,  began 
by  the  exclamation, 

"  Is  she  here  ?  " 

"  Who  ?  '^  asked  the  doctor,  his  thoughts 
fiill   of  the  Duchess   of  Arran. 

"  She — my  wife — Lady  Chessingham.  For 
mercy's  sake  tell  me  quickly — is  she 
here  ?  " 

"  Not  to  my  knowledge — "  Dr.  Carey 
had  just   uttered,   when,  seeing  the  gesture 
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of  wild  despair  which  the  words  excited, 
he  suddenly  bethought  him  of  the  sum- 
mons Mrs.  Carey  had  received  at  the 
theatre,  and  also,  of  the  presence  of  a 
second  person  in  the  room  as  he  stood 
holdmg  his  hasty  colloquy  at  his  wife's 
door  upstairs,  but  whilst  on  the  point  of 
correcting  himself  three  words  were  whis- 
pered in  his  ear,  and  he  immediately  re- 
echoed them. 

^^Yes,  my  lord,  she  is  here." 

"  Thank  God  !  "  cried  Lord  Chessingham, 
'*if  she  has  been  here  at  all  even,  it 
would  be  enough;  once  here — once  with 
Mrs.  Carey — she  would  be  safe ;  thank 
God!  thank  God!" 

And  throwing  himself  into  the  first 
chair.  Lord  Chessingham  burst  into 
tears. 

Two  female  figures  glided  noiselessly  into 
the   room. 
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''  And  do  you  say,"  whispered  one  of 
them  to  the  other,  ^Hhat  that  man  does 
not  care   for   you  ? " 

Brenda  drew  her  forwards — she  took  the 
reluctant  hands,  and  placed  them  on  the 
shoulder  of  the  agitated   husband. 

^'  Now,''  she  again  whispered,  ''  make 
your  peace,  or  I  shall  have  no  more  hope 
for  you  in  this  world;"  and  then,  as  noise- 
lessly as  she  had  entered,  she  left  the 
room. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Life  wears  on,  and  the  links  of  the  chain 
drop  off  one  by  one.  We  make  graves  as  we 
go  along,  and  generally  the  grass  grows 
rapidly  over  them,  and  new  links  supply  the 
places  of  the  old  ones  so  well  that  even  those 
who  missed  and  mourned  them  most,  wonder 
at  Time's  healing  properties. 

But  there  are  graves  in  other  places  besides 
the  churchyards ;  graves  treasured  in  our 
hearts,  over  which  the  fresh  green  grass  of 
forgetfulness  never  grows,  and  we  lose  links 
in  life  which  we  never  wish  to  replace 
again. 

Brenda  Carey  as  a  widow  treasured  in  her 
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heart  such  a  grave  as  that;  in  losing  the 
kind  and  excellent  man  who  for  fifteen  years 
had  been  a  tender  and  devoted  husband  to 
her,  she  had  lost  an  irreparable  link.  Dr. 
Carey,  after  a  life  sacrificed  entirely  to  the 
exigencies  of  his  arduous  profession,  died  of 
brain  fever  brought  on  by  over  anxiety  and 
exertion,  and  Brenda  was  left  to  make  way  in 
the  world  for  three  boys,  all  growing  up  and 
requiring  helping  hands  to  look  out  for  them 
in  life. 

And  yet,  desolate  as  she  was,  no  thought 
of  ever  replacing  that  link,  lost  and  so  loved, 
entered  her  imagination.  She  raised  her 
head,  bowed  down  by  grief,  and  resolved  en- 
ergetically to  fill  the  place  of  their  father 
to  them,  and  so  well  did  she  perform  her 
task  that  by  the  time  her  Brenda  was 
seventeen,  the  boys  were  all  provided  for, 
and  that  only  daughter  was  her  sole 
care. 
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Beauty,  they  say,  degenerates.  You  hear 
everybody  say  when  a  pretty  girl  comes  out, 
^^  Not  equal  to  her  mother  at  the  same  age," 
but  with  young  Brenda  Carey  this  was  not 
the  case.  Even  her  mother  could  see  that 
never  in  her  best  days,  could  she  boast  the 
beauty  that  drew  all  eyes  to  her  daughter, 
and  drove  the  stiff-starch  English  governess 
nearly  distracted. 

Mrs.  Carey  went  every  year  to  the  sea-side 
with  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  here,  the 
charms  which  a  London  school-room  con- 
cealed, met  all  the  admiration  they  deserved, 
and  much  more  than  either  the  mother 
or  the  governess  thought  good  for  their 
charge. 

But  it  was  no  use  trying  to  keep  the  young 
girl  hidden.  Mrs.  Carey  found  friends 
wherever  she  went — people  who  had  known 
Dr.  Carey — and  as  Brenda  was  just  too  old 
to  be  quite  kept  back,  and  too  young  to  be 
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quite  brought  forward,  it  ended  by  her  going 
a  great  deal  more  into  what  was  called  "  quiet 
country  society^'  than  her  mother  secretly 
approved. 

The  neighbourhood  of  the  watering-place 
to  which  they  usually  resorted  was  a  very 
good  one,  and  Mrs.  Carey  and  her  daughter 
often  spent  a  few  days  at  a  time  in  houses 
where  there  were  other  young  girls,  in  order 
that  Brenda  should  make  friends  of  her 
own  age.  This  was  Brenda  s  happy  time. 
Caressed  and  made  much  of  by  everybody, 
the  strictness  of  the  school-room  was  be- 
coming distasteful  to  her,  yet  so  anxious 
was  her  mother  that  she  should  take  ad- 
vantage of  this  last  year  of  her  educa- 
tion, that  many  and  many  invitations 
were  declined,  partly  for  this  reason,  and 
partly  owing  to  the  solicitations  of  the 
governess. 
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"  I  assure  you,  ma'am,"  said  she  one  day 
to  Mrs.  Carey,  ^Hhe  attention  Miss  Carey 
excites  is  enough  to  turn  any  head.  For 
some  time  past  I  have  been  hesitating  as 
to  whether  I  ought  not  to  tell  you  of  a  cir- 
cumstance— " 

She  paused,  for  Brenda,  bright  and 
radiant,  at  that  moment  entered  the 
room. 

^^You  are  talking  of  something  you  are 
ashamed  of,"  she  exclaimed,  in  her  gay,  win- 
ning way. 

^^  Possibly,"  said  Miss  Mordaunt,  with  a 
smile,  ^^for  I  was  speaking  of  you." 

^^ And  telling  tales?" 

"Only  telling  what  I  told  you  I  should 
most  certainly  mention  to  your  mama  the 
first  opportunity." 

"  Mama,  dear,  don't  believe  a  word  she 
says,"  laughed  Brenda,  "it's  only  a  conquest 
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I  have  made,  and  of  such  a  poor,  dear,  in- 
teresting, decrepid  creature,  who  comes  down 
to  the  mineral  baths  every  day." 

^*  Miss  Carey,  my  dear,  you  will  allow  me 
to  speak,  and  if  you  would  return  to  the  Ger- 
man exercise  I  left  you  to  complete — '^ 

^^  I  have  done  it — " 

^^  And  permit  me  to  speak  to  your  ma- 
ma—" 

"But  speak  before  me! — why  not? — 
only  don't  rob  me  of  my  poor  little  con- 
quest. I  leave  you  all  the  handsome  men 
— don't  covet  me  my  infirm  cavalier,  whom  I 
believe  to  be  the  ghost  of  some  of  the 
Vandykes  I  so  admire ! — Mama,  this  poor 
man — " 

"  Madam,  this  gentleman  has  pursued 
us  for  many  days  past.  Wherever  we  go 
his  chair  is  ordered  to  be  drawn  where 
he  can  either  meet  or  sit  near  us.  In 
vain    have    I    done    my   utmost    to   avoid 
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him,  or  show  how  very  unwelcome  and 
how  highly  indecorous  such  conduct  is, 
and  perhaps  I  might  have  succeeded,  only 
I  grieve  to  say  Miss  Carey  has  not  aided 
my  efforts — she  has  laughed  at  my  indig- 
nation— she  does  not  appear  to  think  at- 
tentions of  this  kind  insulting,  which  I 
do." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Brenda — "  began  Mrs. 
Carey. 

"  Oh,  my  darling  mama,"  cried  her 
daughter,  "now  do  hear  my  side  of  the 
story,  and  then  scold  me  if  you  like. 
This  poor  man  is  suffering,  they  say,  from 
neuralgia — he  has  lost  the  use  of  his 
limbs — so  it  stands  to  reason  he  cannot 
run  far  after  me,  but  I  own  he  seems  to 
wish  he  could.  Well? — is  that  my  fault? 
— not  a  bit  I  assm-e  you,  and  as  for  in- 
sulting !  no  one  on  earth  could  believe 
that      sad,     wretched,      gentlemanly-looking 


240  THE   ONLY   CHILD. 

man  capable  of  insulting  anybody ! —  but 
Miss  Mordaunt  cannot  bear  him — she  looks 
daggers  at  him  whenever  we  meet,  and 
I  do  declare  that  it  so  goes  to  my  heart 
to  see  her  treat  a  poor  sick  man  so 
cruelly,  that  I  am  obliged  to  look  my 
sweetest  out  of  common  Christian  charity, 
and  now  Miss  Mordaunt,  contradict  me  if 
you   can ! '' 

But  the  governess  was  not  going  to  be 
laughed  out  of  her  story,  and  seeing  she 
was  supported  by  Mrs.  Carey,  she  was  firm 
in  her  opinion  that  until  they  could  ascer- 
tain if  this  person  were  justified  by  posi- 
tion in  presuming  to  admire  Brenda,  she 
ought  to  be  withdrawn  from  the  chance  of 
encountering  him. 

Many  and  many  a  consultation  did  she 
hold  with  Mrs.  Carey  on  the  subject, 
and  still  the  admiration  went  on.  Brenda 
persisted  in  calling  him  her  darling  cripple, 


THE   ONLY   CHILD.  241 

and  Miss  Mordaunt  persisted  in  abusing 
him. 

Mrs.  Carey  never  went  out  in  the 
morning,  and  the  invalid  never  appeared 
in  the  afternoon,  so  as  yet  she  had  never 
seen   him. 

At  last,  the  baths  appeared  to  have 
wrought  a  miracle,  and  one  day  people 
were  all  thrown  into  a  state  of  excite- 
ment by  seeing  a  dark  unassuming  broug- 
ham draw  up  by  the  side  of  the  espla- 
nade, and  the  occupant  descend,  assisted  by 
a  man-servant,  and  walk,  without  much 
difficulty,  up  and  down  for  at  least  half 
an  hour. 

It  was  not  the  individual  who  caused  the 
great  excitement ;  it  was  the  brougham ;  on 
its  panels  was  a  diminutive  coronet,  and 
that  coronet,  ducal. 

Brenda     looked     at     her     governess     out 
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of  the  corners  of  her  eyes — pursed  up 
her  lips,  and  as  soon  as  they  reached 
home  walked  on  tip-toe  into  the 
house. 

"  Mama/'  she  began,  '^  be  pleased  not 
to  sit  in  my  presence.  Miss  Mor- 
daunt,  I  permit  you  to  kiss  my  hand.  I 
am  all  affability,  but  I  cannot  allow 
familiarity  from  this  day  forth  for  ever- 
more." 

Miss  Mordaunt  tried  to  look  black 
as  night,  but  failed.  She  was  provoked, 
and  yet  relieved  at  the  same  time. 

"^  The  person  who  has  so  insulted  me  all 
this  time  by  his  notice,  mama,"  continued 
the  wild  and  merry  girl,  '^  has  at  last 
appeared  in  his  own  person,  and  has 
actually  been  walking  on  the  esplanade,  as 
large  as  life,  a  duke !  " 

"We      don't      know,"    burst      in     Miss 


THE    ONLY   CHILD.  243 


Mordaunt,      '^though     certainly,     the    car- 


rias^e — " 


^'  A  duke,"  persisted  Brenda,  '^  a  duke 
every  inch  of  him,  and  nothing  but  a 
duke ;  and  dear  mama,  such  a  picture ! — 
just  as  if  he  had  walked  out  of  that  huge 
frame  at  Chillingham  Castle,  of  Vandyke's 
King   Charles!" 

Brenda  the  elder  turned  very  pale — 
so  pale  as  to  attract  the  notice  of  both 
her  daughter  and  Miss  Mordaunt,  who 
immediately  overwhelmed  her  with  in- 
quiiies. 

"  I  have  not  been  well  the  whole  morn- 
ing," said  she,  as  an  excuse,  "indeed  I 
have  been  so  far  from  it  that  I  have  done 
that  to  which  under  any  other  circum- 
stances I  never  could  have  consented. 
Brenda,  my  child,  I  have  agreed  to  allow 
you     to     spend     a     few    days    at     Sedley 
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Grange  alone,  without  me,  to  meet  my 
old  and  valued  friends  the  Chessing- 
hams." 

Brenda  clasped  her  hands  in  ecstasy. 
The  Sedley  daughters  were  her  greatest 
friends,  and  in  all  the  delight  of  the  an- 
ticipated visit,  she  flew  up  to  her  room 
to  inspect  all  her  dresses,  and  entirely 
forgot,  for  the  time,  her  newly-discovered 
duke. 

But  the  mother  Brenda  sat  down  and 
began  to  think  it  over.  Could  it  be  pos- 
sible that  after  a  separation  of  no  less 
than  eighteen  years,  during  which  she  had 
never  seen  him,  that  it  was  now  about 
to  be  her  destiny  again  to  encounter  the 
Duke  of  Arran?  The  description  was  so 
exactly  what  she  had  heard  of  him,  it 
could  be  no  other.  And  yet  how  very 
strange   if,    after   all   these  years,    attracted 
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by  perhaps  the  resemblance,  this  early- 
love  of  hers  should  be  turning  his  at- 
tention to  her  child,  and  that  child 
just  the  age  she  was  when  last  they 
parted ! 

''  What  a  romance !  "  thought  she  to 
herself,  "  and  if  it  be  so,  am  I  right,  am 
I  justified  in  withdrawing  her  just  at  this 
moment  from   his  sight  ?  " 

Mothers,  who  never  plot,  and  plan,  and 
think,  and  worry,  about  the  future  of  your 
daughters — if  such  mothers  there  be — des- 
pise not  Brenda,  although  after  sitting  by 
herself  for  hours  in  the  twilight,  brooding 
over  these  things,  she  rose  angrily  and 
shook  off  her  dreaminess,  and  despised 
herself  for  indulging  in  follies  which 
daylight  the  next  morning  quickly  dis- 
pelled. 

Twilight  is  the  legitimate  time  for  castle- 
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building  and  visions.  Daylight  brings  sober 
realities,  and  Mrs.  Carey — ^bending  over 
Brenda's  wardrobe,  and  earnestly  endea- 
vouring to  choose  between  a  white  tarla- 
tane  and  a  black  net  dress,  for  only  one 
of  which  was  there  room,  after  four  other 
pretty  dresses  had  been  packed  up — was  a 
totally  different  creature  to  the  dreamer  of 
the  twilight. 

And,  in  buoyant  spirits,  Brenda  started 
on  her  visit,  leaving  her  mother  and  Miss 
Mordaunt — as  the  latter  touchingly  re- 
marked— bereft  of  the  sunshine  of  the  house. 

For  several  days  after  her  departure, 
Mrs.  Carey  sallied  forth  with  Miss  Mor- 
daunt in  the  early  morning,  on  the  chance 
of  seeing  her  daughter's  crippled  admirer, 
but  from  the  day  that  they  had  seen  him 
descend  from  his  brougham  and  walk,  he 
had   never   re-appeared. 
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"  Depend  upon  it,"  said  Miss  Mordaunt, 
^^he  is  gone  away  cured;"  and  then  Brenda 
wondered  at  herself  for  a  little  vexed 
feeling  of  disappointment  which  rose  up 
in  her   heart. 
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CHAPTEE    XV. 

To  a  joung  girl,  just  entering  life,  there 
are  few  more  agreeable  modes  of  being  intro- 
duced to  a  little  of  the  world,  than  through 
the  medium  of  the  society  in  a  country  house. 

Sir  Thomas  and  Lady  Sedley,  kept  up,  at 
Sedley  Grange,  a  constant  round  of  gaiety. 
They  had  two  daughters,  just  out,  Brenda's 
dear  friends,  and  they  in  consequence  patro- 
nised all  the  amusements  of  the  county,  and 
considered  it  their  duty  to  fill  their  country 
house  from  August  till  February,  with  the 
pleasantest  people  they  could  assemble 
together. 
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At  the  time  of  Brenda's  projected  visit,  had 
the  house  been  full,  Mrs.  Carey  would  pro- 
bably have  demurred,  or  altogether  declined 
allowing  Brenda  to  go  from  under  her  wing, 
but  Lady  Sedley  had  assured  her  it  was  one 
of  their  quietest  times. 

^^  If  we  can  pick  up  a  gentleman  or  two 
just  to  pair  off  with  the  young  ladies,  I  will 
not  promise  you  not  to  invite  them,  but  really 
beyond  the  Chessingham's,  I  know  of  no  one 
at  all  coming  at  the  present  moment." 

^' All  the  better,"  said  Mrs.  Carey  in  reply, 
^^for  Brenda  is  totally  unused  to  company," 
and  Brenda  herself  was  all  the  better  pleased 
to  find  she  was  to  encounter  nothing  more 
awful  than  the  stately  Lady  Chessingham, 
whom  she  knew,  and  her  good-humoured  easy 
husband. 

But  no  sooner  had  she  arrived  and  received 
the   noisy    and   warm  greetings   of  her   two 
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friends  tlie  Sedley's,  than  they  carried  her 
along  at  a  vehement  pace  to  the  room  appoin- 
ted for  her,  and  locking  the  door,  declared  no 
one  should  come  in  until  they  had  told  her 
their  news. 

^^  Only  think !  since  mama  saw  your  mama, 
an  old  friend  of  papa's  has  suddenly  appeared 
— such  a  delightful,  interesting  creature — not 
a  very  young  man,  but  so  delightful,  so 
agreeable,  so  good,  so  handsome.  Papa  says 
he  is  a  model  of  perfection— and  just  guess 
who! — but  you  will  never  guess; — no  less 
than  a  duke  ! " 

^^A  duke?"  cried  Brenda,  all  in  a  little 
state  of  excitement  in  a  moment;  "what 
duke?  I  wonder  if  it  can  be  my  duke,  an 
invalid  who  has  been  drinking  the  waters  and 
taking  the  mineral  baths  at  D —  for  the  last 
month?" 

"  The  very  same  !  then  you  have  seen  him! 
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how  vexatious !  — But  why  do  you  say  your 
duke?" 

"  I  don't  know  ! "  stammered  Brenda, 
growing  very  red  ;  "  only  you  know  a 
duke  at  a  small  watering-place  like  D — 
is  like  the  sea-serpent  amongst  the 
shrimps/' 

^'True!"  said  her  friends,  quite  satisfied; 
"but  he  is  now  staying  in  this  house, 
and  we  are  paying  him  aU  the  most  devoted 
attentions  because  he  has  only  just  recovered 
from  a  fearful  accident  which  happened 
to  him  at  the  building  of  one  of  his  new 
churches.  Papa  says  that  he  should  be 
canonized,  for  there  never  lived  a  man  who  so 
studied  to  do  good  as  he  does." 

"And  his  name?"  asked  Brenda,  "I  do 
not  know  his  name — he  is  still  only  'my 
Duke'  to  me,"  she  added,  laughing. 

"The     Duke    of     Arran"    answered    her 
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friends,  "and  now,  are  you  any  the 
wiser  ?  " 

"  No,"  acknowledged  Brenda,  "  for  I  never 
heard  of  him  to  my  recollection." 

She  never  had  heard  of  him.  Reluctant  at 
all  times  to  mention  that  name,  yet  unable 
satisfactorily  to  account  for  that  reluctance, 
Mrs.  Carey  had  never  spoken  of  the  Duke  of 
Arran  to  her  daughter,  and  never  told  her 
that  episode  in  her  life,  so  intimately  con- 
nected with  him.  To  no  one  had  she  ever 
mentioned  it,  except  to  her  husband,  and  it 
was  a  secret  which  she  intended  to  lock  for 
ever  in  her  own  heart,  for  it  was  a  wound 
that  had  healed,  and  left  but  little  scar. 

Perhaps  one  reason  for  this  secrecy  was, 
that  the  Duke  had  never  known  that  his  deep 
love  for  her  in  her  youth  had  been  returned 
with  all  the  fervour  of  first  affection,  and  this 
circumstance,  which  was  once  the  most  bitter 
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drop  in  the  cup  of  trial  which  her  father  had 
placed  at  her  lips,  now,  in  her  day-dreams  of 
Brenda,  flashed  through  her  mind  as  a  subject 
of  congratulation,  for  if,  by  any  remote  chance 
they  ever  met  again,  it  would  considerably 
lessen  the  embarrassment  of  the  meeting,  and 
if,  by  a  chance  still  more  remote,  his  grace 
should,  in  memory  of  the  mother,  admire  the 
daughter,  then  Brenda  the  elder  would  be 
rewarded  for  having  for  so  many  years,  kept 
then*  secret  inviolate. 

But  to  return  to  the  tlu^ee  young  girls 
at  Sedley  Grange,  locked  up  in  Brenda' s 
room. 

To  drag  out  Brenda's  dresses,  to  admire  their 
freshness,  and  to  choose  the  prettiest  for  her 
first  appearance,  occupied  them  very  fully  till 
the  dressing-bell  rang,  and  then  her  two 
friends  rushed  away  to  adorn  themselves, 
promising  to   call  for  Brenda   as  they  went 
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down  stairs,  and  support  her  through  the  trial 
of  entering  a  drawing-room  full  of  dinner 
guests. 

Mrs.  Carey  had  happened  by  a  mere 
chance,  to  pack  up,  amongst  her  daughter's 
simple  ornaments,  a  set  of  coral,  and  that,  the 
very  set  presented  to  herself  as  a  girl  during 
her  first  visit  to  Linton  by  the  then  Lord 
EUerley. 

How  little  did  she  think  whose  eyes  would 
that  day  rest  on,  and  recognise  them!  How 
little  did  the  young  Brenda  herself  think,  as 
she  looked  at  her  white  tarlatane  dress 
contrasting  so  beautifully  with  the  brilliant 
hue  of  the  coral,  how  many  memories  those 
costly  ornaments  would  awake ! 

Till  the  party  were  all  assembled  at  dinner, 
she  had  not  ventured,  in  her  shyness,  to  raise 
her  eyes,  but  when  she  did  so,  impulsively 
and  involuntarily,  they  instantly  fell  on  the 
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Duke  of  Arran,  seated  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  table. 

But  no  answering  glance  met  hers.  His 
eyes  were  not  on  her  face.  They  were  fixed 
on  the  coral,  and  for  a  few  minutes  she  was 
able  to  scan  the  features  of  one  whose  praises, 
before  dinner,  she  had  heard  so  loudly  sung. 
Then  he  looked  up  and  her  scrutiny  was 
brought  to  a  sudden  close. 

During  the  rest  of  dinner,  she  took  care 
not  to  be  found  guilty  of  the  same  audacity 
again,  but  the  evening  was  not  destined  to 
pass  thus. 

Brenda  was  sitting  between  her  two 
friends,  playing  at  some  of  the  various 
games  which  bestrewed  the  table,  when, 
soon  after  the  gentlemen  had  entered  the 
drawing-room,  Lady  Chessingham  came  be- 
hind her  and  tapped  her  on  the  shoulder. 

"  I    want    to    have    a   little  conversation 
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with  my  friend  Brenda  the  younger/'  said 
she,  "  so  ask  your  two  close  allies  to  eman- 
cipate you  for  a  few  minutes,  dear  child. 
Come  this  way,"  added  the  marchioness, 
drawing  Brenda's  arm  within  hers ;  "a  very 
old  friend  of  your  mama's  wishes  to  become 
acquainted  with  her  daughter.  It  is  the 
Duke  of  Arran,  my  dear  Brenda,"  and  lead- 
ing her  up  to  the  duke,  who,  unaware  of 
their  approach,  was  seated  by  himself  on  a 
sofa.  Lady  Chessingham  introduced  Brenda, 
not  as  a  young  lady  just  coming  out,  but 
as  if  she  were  still  a  child,  and  Brenda, 
not  accustomed  to  any  other  kind  of  treat- 
ment, behaved  herself  humbly  accordingly, 
and  ended  by  placing  herself  on  the  same 
sofa  with  the  duke,  and  there  Lady  Ches- 
singham left  them. 

The  Duke  of  Arran  was  easy  and  simple 
in  his  manners — ^much  less  difficult  to  get 
on  with,  according    to    Brenda's  ideas,  than 
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Sir  Edward  Sedley — so  that  before  many 
minutes  had  elapsed  she  found  herself  talk- 
ing to  him  as  familiarly  as  if  she  had  known 
him  for  years. 

^^  Did  Mrs.  Carey  never  tell  you,"  said  he 
at  last,  with  some  little  hesitation  of  speech, 
^Hhat — ^that— that  she  and  I  were  friends 
in  our  childhood?" 

"  No,"  replied  Brenda,  unaffectedly,  ^^  I 
never  heard  mama  mention  your  name." 

"Not  as  Lord  Ellerley?" 

"  No — ^never." 

"You  must  tell  her  how  vexed  I  should 
be  to  think  she  had  forgotten  me,  particu- 
larly as  I  owe  to  her  father  a  debt  of 
gratitude  I  shall  never  be  able  to  repay. 
It  was  he,  your  grandfather  Dr.  Burgess, 
Miss  Carey,  who  took  charge  of  me  when 
I  became  an  orphan  at  eight  years  of 
age — who  took  care  of  me  as  if  I  had 
been   his    own     son — who   brought    me    up 
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in  short,  and  educated  me — all  this  I  owe 
to  Dr.  Burgess." 

Brenda  turned  her  large  dark  eyes 
on     him,     glittering     with     animation. 

"Did  he  really?  do  you  indeed?"  she 
exclaimed,  answering  two  sentences  at  once, 
"then  no  wonder  you — " 

She  paused  abruptly. 

"  No  wonder  I,  what  ?  "  asked  the  duke ; 
but  Brenda  was  seized  with  a  sudden  fit  of 
confusion.  She  had  heard  from  her  veriest 
infancy  of  the  talents,  virtues  and  per- 
fections of  her  grandfather,  the  celebrated 
Rector  of  Worthington,  and  the  thought 
uppermost  in  her  mind  was,  if  the  duke 
were  educated  by  him,  no  wonder  he  had 
become  the  good  and  excellent  character 
which  people  called  him ;  but  this  looked 
too  like  flattery  to  be  uttered,  and 
she  therefore  sat  silent  and  uneasy, 
conscious    of    looking    foolish,    and    longing 
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to  be  relieved  from  her  awkward  di- 
lemma. 

This  the  duke  himself  achieved. 

^^  You  have  a  countenance,'^  said  he,  ^^  that 
reminds  me  in  every  expression,  of  your 
mother ! — -just  that  tell-tale  face  ! — you 
were  going  to  say  that  if  I  had  been  for 
all  those  years  the  pupil  of  Dr.  Burgess, 
no  wonder  I  hold  his  name  in  venera- 
tion— no  wonder  I  regard  with  deep  and 
peculiar  interest  those  in  any  way  connected 
with   him." 

A  little  faint  touch  of  disappointment 
mingled  itself  with  Brenda's  gratitude 
at  being  thus  construed — or  rather 
misconstrued,  and  she  smiled  acquies- 
cence. 

"  The  first  moment  I  saw  you,"  con- 
tinued the  duke,  "  walking  so  demurely 
with  that  very  stately  lady  whom  I  sup- 
pose  to    be    your    governess,    and   who    al- 
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ways  looked  such  daggers  at  me,  I  had  a 
feeling  that  I  knew  you  perfectly  well, 
and  when  I  first  saw  you  smile,  I  be- 
came certain  who  you  were ;  the  smile  is 
what  your  mother's  was  at  your  age — when 
last  I  saw  her." 

Here  was  Brenda's  little  disappointed  feel- 
ing again. 

"  Always  mama ! ''  said  she  to  herself ; 
"  he  was  only  attracted  because  I  re- 
minded him  of  mama!  he  only  likes 
my  smile  because  it  is  mama's !  he  only 
seeks  to  become  acquainted  with  me  be- 
cause now  he  can  come  and  see  mama 
again ! " 

And  though  fascinated  to  the  spot 
by  his  conversation,  she  felt  vexed,  mor- 
tified, and  disappointed  to  be  treated  so 
like  a  child,  and  sought  only  for  another's 
sake. 

That   night    her    room   was    again    forci- 
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bly  possessed  by  her  two  friends,  and 
she  was  overwhelmed  with  their  reproa- 
ches. 

"You  sly  fox!  you  wicked  girl!  you 
regular  impostor !  you  knew  him  before, 
and  now  you  have  taken  him  by  storm! 
you  have  cut  us  all  out,  and  that  in  the 
most   apparently   innocent   manner." 

In  vain  Brenda  expostulated — in  vain  she 
protested. 

"It  is  mama — I  assure  you  it  is  all 
for  mama,  and  not  for  me.  He  knew  her 
as  a  young  girl,  just  my  age,  and  he  was 
brought  up  in  the  very  house  with  her 
by  grandpapa — I  do  assure  you  mine  is 
but  a  reflected  glory,  for  his  interest  in 
me  is   entirely  through   mama." 

"  All  very  fine,"  said  the  Sedley  daugh- 
ters, "but  the  effect  was  the  same,  what- 
ever the  cause  might  be.  However,  joking 
apart,    is     he    not    delightful?     is    he   not 
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fascinating?  is  he  not  all  we  said?  and 
do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  have  not 
lost  your   heart  ?  " 

"Nonsense!"  exclaimed  Brenda,  turning 
away  with  pretended  indignation,  whilst 
the  bright  crimson  rushed  into  her  cheeks ; 
"  lost  my  heart,  indeed !  and  to  a  man 
old   enough   to   be   my   father ! " 

Yet  in  spite  of  this  fault  Brenda  some- 
how found  during  the  next  few  days,  that 
the  young  men  staying  in  that  gay  country 
house  were  not  half  so  entertaining  as  the 
Duke  of  Arran,  and  also  after  the  first 
evening,  he  had  ceased  to  build  his  friend- 
ship on  the  ashes  of  that  long-gone-by 
admiration  of  her  mother,  so  that  alto- 
gether there  was  no  one  whom  she  was  so 
glad  to  see  find  his  way  to  her  side  as  the 
Duke  of  Arran. 

And  very  very  often  certainly  did  he  seem 
to  find  that  way.      If  she  were  ever  alone 
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for  a  moment,  the  next  would  bring  him 
there.  If  she  were  going  to  ride  on  horse- 
back, the  duke's  horse  was  sure  to  be  led 
round  at  the  same  time.  If  she  were  going 
to  drive,  a  vacant  place  always  happened  to 
go  begging,  and  the  occupant  was  sure 
to   prove,   in  the  end,  the   Duke  of  Arran. 
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CHAPTER  XYI. 

At  the  expiration  of  three  days,  Mrs. 
Carey,  never  before  separated  from  her 
daughter,  began  to  fidget  for  her  return, 
and  to  wonder  she  had  not  written  to 
her.  Three  more  days  elapsed,  and  then, 
though  the  visit  had  not  been  limited, 
the  mother  thought  it  time  to  sound  the 
note  of  recall.  She  wrote  and  begged 
Brenda  to  fix  a  day  and  hour,  and  Brenda, 
good  and  obedient,  immediately,  in  a  few 
hurried  lines,  did  so. 

There  was  no  little  chit-chat  or  gossip  in 
this  hasty  scrawl — not  a  word  as  to  how 
she  had  been  amused,  or  what   guests  were 
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staying  at  Sedlej  Grange.  All  this,  Mrs. 
Carey  thought,  was  reserved  for  the  pleasant 
solitude  of  their  tete-a-tSte  summer  even- 
ings. 

And  at  last  at  the  appointed  hour  on  the 
expected  day,  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
door,  and  Mrs.  Carey  expecting  to  clasp 
her  daughter  in  her  arms,  opened  them  to 
receive  instead.  Lady  Chessingham. 

Mother's  hearts  take  fright  very  easily. 
Lady  Chessingham  was  alone — there  was  no 
Brenda  following  her,  and  Mrs.  Carey's  first 
exclamation  was : 

^^  Something  has  happened  to  her!" 

Lady  Chessingham  laughed. 

*^  What  ?  because  perhaps  I  am  deputed 
to  come  and  beg  for  a  few  more  days? — 
no,  poor,  disappointed  creature !  do  not  look 
so  downcast.  Brenda  is  quite  safe,  and  will 
follow  me  within  an  hour.  I  am  but  Vavant 
courier,    and   do    not    put   on   that    startled 
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face  again  if  I  tell  you  that,  as  you  sur- 
mised, something  has  happened  to  Brenda, 
and    I    am   sent   to    break  it  to  you." 

"  An  accident  ? "  inquired  Mrs.  Carey, 
faintly,  as  she  quietly  seated  herself, 
and  seemed  to  hold  her  breath  for  the 
answer. 

"No,  nothing  of  the  kind.  Merely  a 
case  of  two  culprits,  and  I,  being  supposed 
to  be  a  little  bit  of  a  favourite  with  all 
sides,  am  called  upon  to  plead  their  cause 
before  they  make  their  appearance." 

In  spite  of  the  light  and  cheerful  tone 
adopted  by  Lady  Chessingham,  every  ves- 
tige of  colour  forsook  Mrs.  Carey's  cheeks 
at  these  words. 

"Now,  dear  friend,"  continued  the  mar- 
chioness, "  you  are  beginning  to  shake. 
Pray  do  me  the  justice  to  believe  that  I 
never   should    have    aided    and    abetted   in 
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leading  Brenda  into  any  kind  of  mis- 
chief. Be  calm ;  remember  we  were  young 
ourselves  once,  and  after  all,  what  I  am 
going  to  impart  to  you  is  all  very 
pleasant  and  prosperous,  only — there  are 
circumstances — I  will  not  call  them  draw- 
backs— " 

She  paused,  and  Mrs.  Carey  at  last  found 
words. 

"  It  is  all  my  own  fault,"  she  ejaculated, 
^^  I  ought  never  to  have  allowed  Brenda  to 
leave  home,  or  to  go  out,  without  me,  and  at 
her  age  too — not  seventeen — good  Heavens  ! 
but  tell  me,  what  is  it  ?  what  has  she 
done?  who  is  it?  " 

Lady  Chessingham  laughed   heartily. 

^^  One  would  imagine,"  said  she,  "that 
the  poor  child  had  absconded,  or  eloped, 
or  that  she  contemplated  some  frightful 
mesalliance   at    the    very   least !     but    now 
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to  be  serious.  Brenda  has  made  a  con- 
quest ;  she  has  made  a  very  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  best,  the  most  amiable,  and 
the  most  delightful  man  I  know,  and  I 
am  inclined  to  hope  and  believe  that  she 
does  not  dislike  him." 

*^  After  a  week's  acquaintance  !"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Carey. 

"  True,  but  these  sudden  attachments  do 
sometimes  occur,  and  if  mutual,  turn  out 
very  well.  But  as  I  said,  it  is  not  all  too 
good  to  be  true ;  there  certainly  are  cir- 
cumstances, I  fear  I  must  call  them  dis- 
advantages— " 

"  Of  what  nature  ?  "  inquired  Brenda 
the    elder. 

^^In  the  first  place  he  is  not  a  very 
young  man ;  not  young,  considering  Brenda's 
age  ;  he  must  be  forty." 

^^A  disparity  of  three  and  twenty  years; 
well?" 
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"  In  tlie  next  place  he  is  poor,  im- 
poverished, that  is  to  say,  but  by  no 
fault  of  his  own;  still,  for  his  rank,  he 
is   poor." 

^'  Then  he  is  well  born  at  all  events. 
But  as  to  his  poverty,  everyone  has  a  dif- 
ferent standard  as  regards  wealth.  What 
do  you   call   poor  ? " 

"  Not  many  thousands  a-year — not  more 
than  seven   or  eight    I   fear — " 

Mrs.  Carey  smiled  her  usual  sad  sweet 
smile. 

^^  I  think  Brenda  might  manage  to  exist 
upon  that,"  she  said,  "  and  think  herself 
well  off  too ;  besides,  my  dear  friend,  she 
has  a  large  fortune  of  her  own ;  and  now 
for   another   of  these    drawbacks  ? " 

"  The  third,  the  last,  and  to  me  the 
greatest  is,  that  I  grieve  to  say — he  is  lame." 

Mrs.  Carey  looked  up  with  a  bewildered 
expression. 


270  THE    ONLY   CHILD. 

^^Yes,"  continued  Lady  Chessingham, 
^^it  is  too  true.  He  has  been  worse,  and 
he  has  lately  been  a  great  deal  better,  so 
that  as  it  was  from  the  effects  of  an  acci- 
dent, he  may  in  time  recover  completely, 
but  there  is  no  concealing  the  fact  that 
my  hero  is  lame,  and  that  he  has,  more- 
over, hidden  away  jpro,  tern,  a  pair  of 
crutches — " 

'■'  Lady  Chessingham !  "  interrupted  Mrs. 
Carey,  suddenly  starting  up,  ^^  this  is  a 
joke  throughout !  you  are  speaking  of  the 
Duke   of  Arran !  " 

^'  Exactly,''  returned  the  marchioness, 
''but  not  joking,  certainly.  What  should 
make  you  think  so?  and  how  could  you 
possibly  guess  that  I  was  introducing  to  you 
as  a  son-in-law  your  ancient  flame,  the 
Duke  of  Arran?" 

In    a  few  words  Brenda  related  the  occur- 
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ences  of  the  last  few  weeks — the  walks  on 
the  esplanade — ^the  interesting  cripple — ^the 
recovery  and  the  disappearance.  Lady 
Chessingham  was  enchanted. 

^'  The  prettiest  romance  I  ever  heard ! 
the  most  romantic  piece  of  love-at-first-sight 
I  ever  knew !  and  to  think  of  your  never 
having  heard  that  he  has  been  staying  at 
Sedley  Grange  for  the  last  two  months ! 
However,  now  I  have  performed  my  mission, 
and  that  so  honestly  that  I  have  placed 
the  case  before  you  in  its  worst  light.  The 
rest  I  must  leave  to  his  grace.  To  one 
who  knew  him  so  well  as  you  did  in  the 
green  tree,  I  need  hardly  plead  his  cause 
in  the  dry.  He  is  now  at  the  door  to 
do   that   for   himself." 


Brenda     covered     her      eyes     with     her 
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hands  and  the  tears  trickled  through  her 
fingers.  She  tried  to  realise  that  she  was 
now  about,  perhaps,  to  give  her  daughter 
to  the  man  who,  when  she  was  that 
daughter's  age,  had  sought  herself.  She 
remembered,  and  now  thought  upon  for 
the  first  time  for  years,  all  the  poignant 
anguish  of  that  long-by-gone  day,  and  her 
heart  felt  young  again — she  could  not  fancy 
herself  old  enough  to  realise  such  a  dream 
as  this.  And  yet,  how  thankful  she  now 
felt  that  throughout  that  bitter  ordeal,  he 
had  never  known  how  deeply  she  had  loved 
him.  That  which  was  once  her  greatest 
pang,  was  now  her  source  of  self-congratu- 
lation. It  was  her  secret — hers  only — one 
which  her  daughter  must  never  know,  and 
which  the  Duke  of  Arran  himself  never 
had  known.  Once,  how  anxiously  she  had 
wished   him,    both   for    his    consolation    and 


THE    ONLY    CHILD.  273 

hers,  to  be  aware  that  his  love  was  returned, 
though  rejected.  Now,  not  for  worlds 
should  he  guess  it.  It  was  her  secret,  and 
should  go  with  her  to  the  grave. 

And  the  tears  kept  trickling  through  her 
fingers,  when  suddenly  a  sound  of  steps 
roused  her,  and  she  looked  up ;  the  Duke 
of  Arran  was  kneeling  at  her  feet. 

''  Eighteen  years  ago,"  said  an  unforgot- 
ten  voice,  which  time  had  not  changed, 
'^eighteen  years  ago  I  knelt,  as  I  now 
kneel,  to  ask  a  gift  at  a  father's  hands. 
It  was  denied  me,  and  I  went  away  a 
reckless  man,  broken-hearted  at  having 
failed  to  excite  an  interest  where  all  my 
earthly  affections  were  placed.  Again  I 
kneel,  after  this  long  lapse  of  years,  but 
now  at  a  mother's  feet,  to  ask  for  what 
she  holds  most  dear  and  precious,  and 
what  I  shall   prize   and  treasure  in  propor- 
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tion.  Can  you  trust  her  to  me?  can  you, 
will  you  give  me  this  second  Brenda? 
she  who  seems  to  me  yourself  revived  again  ? 
— this  time  I  do  not  petition  unsupported; 
this  time  the  Brenda  of  my  choice  has 
promised  to  plead  in  my  behalf.  Can  you, 
will  you  trust  her  to  me? 

The  elder  Brenda  turned  and  looked  at 
her  daughter,  who,  having  crept  gently 
into  the  room,  was  standing  by  her  side. 
There  was  something  in  that  beautiful  young 
face  which  decided  the  mother  in  a  mo- 
ment. It  was  not  a  time  for  words,  but 
she  took  the  unresisting  hands  of  the 
young  girl  and  placed  them  in  those  of 
the  Duke   of  Arran. 


"And   so,    after   all,"    cried   Brenda    the 
younger,    in  an  ecstasy  of  delight,  "it  was 
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me    he    cared    for   all    the   time,    and   not 
mama ! " 

And    the    secret    of     Brenda    the    elder 
went  with  her  to  her  grave. 


THE    END. 
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